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HACLAUS, HIC APEX SAPIENTI AEST, EA VIVENTEM 
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This is true Praiſe, this lifts our Wiſdom high; 
Always to live, as we would wiſh to die. 
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MDCCLXXVIII 


RECOMMENDATORY 


N an age of uncommon diſſipation and levity, 
and in which every expedient is invented, that 
can vitiate the mind, and corrupt the heart; 
the REAL CHRISTIAN and TRUE PATRIOT ſhould 
loſe no opportunity to make an humble and bold 
attempt to ſtop the current of vice, which muſt be 
attended with the moſt fatal effects. Rari quippe 


« boy? the gau are ſcarce and few: but how- 


ever, it ill becomes them to be idle in the beſt cauſe ; 


while thoſe of an oppoſite character are ſo reſolute, 
induſtrious, and perſevering, in the worſt, 


Tax pious education of youth is an object i the 


utmoſt importance to the ſafety, the peace, and pto- 
| ſperity of the commonwealth, One of the ſtatutes 
12 Henry IV. of France begins thus: The hap- 


tion of youth: whereby the minds of the crude 
and unſkilful are civilized and faſhioned ; and 
ſuch as would otherwiſe be uſeleſs, and of no va- 
lue, are qualified to diſcharge the ſeveral offices of 


a 2 «© are 


e pineſs of kingdoms and people, and eſpecially of : 
a chriſtian ſtate, depends upon the good educa- 


the ſtate with ability and ſucceſs ; by that they. 


te are taught their inviolable duties to God, their 
parents, and their country, with the reſpect and 


wh ohedience which they owe to kings and magiſ- 
4e trates,” 


WHATEVER can tend to produce ſuch happy 
effects as theſe, and to correct that ſtrong inclination 
to ill which is ſo deeply rooted in young people, and 
which will never want the ſanction of example, be- 
comes a public good, and ought to meet with public 
encouragement. So ſays unfeigned zeal, for religion, 
and genuine love for our country. 


Uro this preſumption, it is hoped that QUARLEs's 
Ln will meet with that reception which the 
merit and utility of ſuch an original work demands: 

and which is not only calculated to conyey the moſt 

important leſſons of inſtruction into youthfül minds, 

baut to convey them in the moſt pleaſaiſe and enter- 
taining manner; by Hieroghpbics, or figurative ſigns 

and ſymbols of divine, ſacred, and ſupernatural 
things: by which mode of communicating know- 
ledge, the fancy is charmed, the invention is exer- 
ciſed, the mind informed, and the heart improved. 
"wh Tales ipſe voluptas. 


Tus peculiar excellency of this publication, 
which is now become ſo ſcarce as with difficulty to 
be purchaſed at all; a fair and elegant copy of 
which is promiſed us by the editor at a vaſt expence; 

is, that it contains a ſort of wiſdom i in which young 
_ and old, learned and unlearned, are equally- con- 


cerned; and without which, the greateſt poliolopher 
is 


*5 


and due honor; and when 


ow 4 Bu Bu E R A . K. ; 
is an arrant fool. For, however highly we may 
eſteem human arts and ſciences in their proper 


place, it will ever be true, that cc the wiſdom of this 
« world is fooliſhneſs with God.“ 


Various and elaborate means are purſued, in 
order to furniſh the minds of our youth with fabu- 
lus knowledge, and to fill them with the frivolous 
tales of beatheniſß ſcience ; the very perfection of 
which deſerves but little, if any praiſe. And it 1s, 
no doubt, a ſad proof of univerſal . degeneracy, that 
the Metamarphoſes of an Ovid are preferred, in our 
ſchools, to the facred Realities of Moſes and the Pro- 
phets ; and a young perſon is taught to be as much 


affected with the recital of the diſmal fate of Phaz- 


ton's ſiſters, as by that of 7/aac, or of a greater than 
Iſaac, when offered up a ſacrifice to the God of 
heaven. 


Lz us, however, hope for better times 101 better 
things : when every human ſcience ſhall be made 
ſubſervient - to divine; when the invaluable know- 
ledge of the ſacred een ſhall have its due place 


QUARLES's EMBLEMS 
thall, at leaſt, be preferred to the comparative non- 


ſenſe of - the Pantheon and Ovid's Epiſtles. 


| COD * DE CokrLOGOR. 1 
Lower Grofoenor Place, | 


a 3 


To wy much honoured, and no leſs truly 
beloved Friend, 


EDWARD BENLOWES, ESQ 


Myr ove F cht 


0 U have put the theorbo into my hand, and 

T have played: you gave the muſician the 

firſt encouragement ;, the muſic returneth to 
you for patronage. Had it been à light air, no 
doubt but it had taken the moſt, and, among them, 
' the worſt ; but being a grave ſtrain, my. hopes are, 
1 4.4 that it will pleaſe the beſt, and, among them, you. 
a”. Toyiſh airs pleaſe trivial ears; they kiſs the fancy, 
15% i and betray it. They cry Hail, firſt ; and after, 
rucify : let daws delight to immerd themſelves 
in dung, whilſt eagles ſcorn ſo poor a game as: 
IL nd . Sir, you have art and candour ; tt the one 
* | 5 5 ee, let the other excuſe 


1 * Your moſt affeFionate Fraud, 
"5914 FRA. QUARLES. 
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TO THE READER. 


A EMBLEM is but a filent parable: let 
1 A not the tender eye check, to ſee the 
= alluſion to our bleſſed Saviouk figured in: 
= theſe types. In holy fcripture he is ſome- 
times called a ſower, ſometimes a filher, ſome—- 
times a phyſician; and why not preſented ſo, 
as well to the eye as to the ear? Before the: 
knowledge of letters, GOD was known by: 
Hieroglyphics. And indeed what are the 
heavens, the earth, "nay, every creature, but 
Hieroglyphics and Emblems of his glory 2 
I have no more to ſay : I wiſh thee as much 
pleaſure in the reading, as I had in writing. 
Farewell, Reader. | | 


BY 


: BY fathers back'd, by holy writ led on, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a way to heav'n by HELIcox: 

The Muſes' font is conſecrate by thee, 
And Poeſy baptiz'd Divinity. 
Bleſt foul, that here embark'ſt : thou ſail'ſt apace, 
*Tis hard to ſay, mov'd more by wit or grace, 
Each muſe ſo plies her oar : but O the fail 
Is fill'd from heav'n with a diviner gale ; - 
When poets prove divines, why ſhould not I 
Approve in verſe this divine poetry ? 

Let this ſuffice to licenſe thee the preſs : 

1 muſt no more, nor could the truth ſay leſs. 


Sic * RIC. LOVE, Procan. Cant, 


n 


——— 


Tot Flores QUARLES, quot 3 5 


- Lectori bene male- volo. 


* EF legit ex Horto hoc Flores, Qui carpit, uterque + 
jure g oteſt Violas dicere, jure Roſas - 1 
Non e Parnafſs 710LAM, PFeſtiv} ROSETO 
Carpit Apolio, magis que fit amœna, ROSAM. 
Quot Verſus VIOLAS legis; & quem verba locutum 
Ciredis, verba dedit: Nam dedit idle ROSA S. 
Utque Ego non dicam hæc VIOLAS ſuaviſſima; Tute 
I qpſe facis V IOLAS, Livide, ſi violas. 
| Nam. velut e VIOLIS fbi ſugit Aranca virus: 
Vertis at in ſuccos Haſque ROSA Sque tuos. - 
Quas violas Muſas, VIOLA puto, quaſque recuſas 
Dente tuo roſas, has, reor, eſſe ROSAS. 
Sic roſas, facis eſſe ROSAS, dum, Zoile, rodis: 
Sic facies has VIOLAS, Livide, dum violas. 


Bet Hall, EDW. BENLOWES. 
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| Reader, this Book hat teach the juous Heart 


7; coar from Harth, and better Views ungart, 
Flamng 1 ah Zeal t rise lb Heavi above , | 
And make the Jri-une God the Otgert of thy Love .. : 
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Dum Calum aſpicio Solum defpicio. 


7 „ > 7 . 
Ilhite w high Hearn our fervent Thoughts aruse , 
The Soul all karthly Treavures can les us . 
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THE | 
PAST OO Kk, 
TRE INVOCA TION. 


Ouſe thee, my ſoul, and drain thee from the dregs 
Of vulgar thoughts: ſcrew up the heighten'd pegs 
Of thy ſublime theorbo four notes higher, 
And higher yet, that ſo the ſhrill-mouth'd choir 
Of ſwift-wing'd ſeraphims may come and join, 
And make thy concert more than half divine. 
Invoke no muſe ; let Heay'n be thine Apollo; 
And let his ſacred influences hallow 
Thy high-bred ſtrains. Let his full beams inſpire 
Thy raviſh'd brains with more heroic fire: 
Snatch thee a quill from the ſpread eagle's wing, 
And, like the morning lark, mount up and ſing: 
Caſt off theſe dangling plammets, that ſo clog 
Thy lab'ring heart, whie! gropes in this dark fog 
Of dungeon earth ; let fleſh and blood forbear 
To ſtop thy flight, till this baſe world appear 
A thin blue landſcape : let thy pinions ſoar 
So high a pitch, that men may ſeem no more 
Than piſmires, crawling on this mole-hill earth, 
Thy ear untroubled with their frantic mirth ; 
Let not the frailty of thy fleſh diſturb 
Thy new-concluded peace ; let reaſon curb 
Thy hot-mouth'd paſſion ; and let heav'n's fire ſeaſon 
The freſh conceits of thy corrected reaſon. 
Diſdain to warm thee at luſt's ſmoaky fires, 
Scorn, ſcorn to feed on thy old bloat deſires : _ 
Come, come, my ſoul, hoiſe up thy higher ſails, 
The wind blows fair; ſhall we fill creep like ſnails, 
| Es That 


* 


10 E MB L E MS. Book I. 
That. glide their ways with their own native ſlimes! 
No, we muſt fly like eagles; and our rhymes 
Muſt mount to heav'n, and reach th' Olympic ear; 
Our heav'n- blown fire muſt ſeek no other ſphere. | 
Thou great Theanthropos, that giv'ſt and ground'ſt 
Thy gifts in duſt, and from our Junghill crown'it 
Refle king honour, taking, by retale, | 
What thou haſt giv'n in groſs, from lapſed, frail, 
And ſinful man: that drink'ſt full draughts, wherein 
Thy children's leprous fingers, ſcurf'd with fin, 
Have paddled ; cleanſe, O cleanſe my crafty ſoul 
From ſecret crimes, and let my thoughts controul 
My thoughts : O teach me ſtoutly to deny 
Myſelf, that I may be no longer 1 1 
Enrich my fancy, clarify my thoughts, 
Refine my droſs; O wink at human faults ; 
And, through the flender current of my quill, 
Convey thy current, whoſe clear ſtreams may fill 
The hearts of men with love, their tongues with praiſe; 
Crown me with glory, take who lift the bays, 


James 


Boox I. E MB LEE MS. 3 _ 
$4 7 
JAMES i. 14. 


Every man is tempted, when he is drawn away by his 
=  ownluft, and enticed, 


SERPENT. | Eve. 
Serp. Ot eat? not taſte? not touch? not caſt an eye 
IV pon the fruit of this fair tree? And why? 
Why eat'ſt thou not what Heav'n ordain'd for food I 
Or canſt thou think that bad which Heav'n call'd good ? 
Why was it made, if not to be enjoy'd ? 
Neglect of favours makes a favour void: 
Bleflings unus'd, pervert into a waſte, 
As well as ſurfeits ; woman, do but taſte ? 
See how the laden boughs make ſilent ſuit 
To be enjoy'd ; look how their bending fruit 
Meet thee half-way : obſerve but how they crouch 
To kiſs thy hand; coy woman, do but touch: 
Mark what a pure vermilion bluſh has dy'd 
Their ſwelling cheeks ; and how for ſhame they hide 
Their palſy heads, to ſee themſelves ſtand by 
Neglected : Woman, do but caſt an eye. 
What bounteous Heav'n ordain'd for uſe, refuſe not: 
Come, pull and eat: y*abuſe the thing ye uſe not. 

Eve, Wiſeſt of beaſts, our great Creator did 

Reſerve this tree, and this alone forbid ; 
The reſt are freely ours, which doubtleſs are 
As pleaſing to the taſte; to th'eye as fair : 
But touching this, his ſtrict commands are ſuch, 
*Tis death to taſte, no leſs than death to touch. 
 Serp, Piſh; death's a fable: did not Heav'n inſpire 
Your equal elements with living fire, 


3 Blown 


12 EMBLEMS, Bool. 
Blown from the ſpring of life? Is not that breath 
Immortal ? Come; ye are as free from death | 
As he that made you. Can the flames expire 

Which he has kindled ? Can ye quench his fire? 
Did not the great Creator's voice proclaim 
Whate'er he made (from the blue ſpangled frame 
To the poor leaf that trembles) very good : 
Bleſs'd he not both the feeder and the food? 
Tell, tell me, then, what danger can accrue 

From ſuch bleſt food, to ſuch half gods as you ? 
Curb needleſs fears, and let no fond conceit 
Abuſe your freedom ; woman, take and eat. 

Eve. Tis true, we are immortal; death is yet 
Unborn, and, till rebellion make it debt, 

Undue ; I know the fruit is good, until 
Preſumptuous diſobedience make it il}, _ 

The lips that open to this fruit's a portal 
To let in death, and make immortal mortal. [not, 

Serp. You cannot die; come, woman, taſte, and fear 

Eve. Shall Eve tranſgreſs? I dare not, O I dare not. 

Serp. Afraid? Why draw'ſt thou back thy tim'rous 

Harm only falls on ſuch as fear a harm. arm! 
Heav'n knows and fears the virtue of this tree : 

*T will make you perfect gods as well as He. 

Stretch forth thy hand, and let thy fondneſs never 
Fear death : do, pull, and eat, and live for ever. 
Eve. Tis but an apple; and it is as good 
To do, as to deſire. Fruit's made for food: 

Pl] pull, and taſte, and tempt my Adam too 
To know the ſecrets of this dainty, Serp. Do. 


s. CHRYS. 


\ 


, Boox IJ. E MB LE MS. 13 
8. CHRY'S., ſup. Matth. 

H. forced him not: he touched him not : only (aid, Caſt 

WT thyſelf down; that we may know, that whoſoever obeyeth 

bhbe devil, cafteth ks Aon down « ai the devil may ſugs ft, 

compel he cannot. 


3 B ER N. in Ser. 


It is the devil's part to ſuggeſt : ours, not to conſent. As 
oft as we reſiſi him, ſo often we overcome him - as often as 
ye overcome him, ſo often wwe bring joy to the angels, and 
ghry to God: who oppeſeth" us, thut wwe may contend ; and 
aſl 52 us, that woe 9 fours — 


i E P 1 85 Te 

: Valucky parliament ! wherein, at laſt, 

Both houſes are agreed, and firmly paſt 
An act of death confirm'd by higher powers 


__ 


Q had it Ray? but ſuch ſucces: as ours | 
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And vie with thoſe nn ſtood, IF vanquiſh thoſe that 
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Then ink lu a hath conceived, it bi ngeth Arch fon 450 
uh when it e bringet farth death, 


Cy ment, lems 4 look; look, hae "IR haft done: Wi 
ament the world's, lament. thine. own eſtate : Wl 

Look, EN by doing, how thou art.undone; i 
Lament « fall, "Tamar thy change of ſtate : 


Thy faith is roken, and th kn gone, 


See, ſee too, ſoon, what thou lament'ſt too late. 
O thou that wert ſo many 8 nay, all _ 
Abridg'd in,que ! hom has thy deſpirate. fall 

rk e withal! 


: 2. , 
Uxorious * TO thy Maker aids 
Equal to angels that NN in pow'r, 
What haſt thou done ? O why haſt thou obey'd 
Thy own deſtruction? Like a new-cropt flow'r, 
, How does the glory of thy beauty fade } 
How are th e blaſted in an hour! 


Howart thou cow d, that had*it the pow'r to quell 
The ſpite of new-fall'n an gels, baffle hell, 


[fell 

. 3. 4 
Tay the world Jo chaſte and pregnant womb 
Of late conceiv'd, and * forth nothing ill) 
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Thus all the Hts that Man Sustains on Hail, 
From this bad Tree first drew ther ſaatul Hiri, 


Totus Mundus in Maligno 
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115 now RT and become 


A baſe adultereſs, whoſe falſe births do fill 


| The earth with monſters, monſters that do roam 


And rage about, and make a trade to kill: 
Now glutt'ny paunches; luſt begins to ſpawn; 
Wrath takes revenge, and avarice a pawn ; 


Y Pale envy pines, pride ſwells, and ſloth begins to yawn. 


*. 


2 | The air that whiſper'd, now begins to roar 


8 
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0 * 
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And bluſt'ring Boreas blows the boiling tide ; 


The white-mouth'd water now uſurps the ſhore, 


And feorns the pow'r of her tridental guide; 
The fire now burns, that did but warm before, 
And rules her ruler with reſiſtleſs pride: 
Fire, water, earth, and air, that firſt were made 
To be ſubdu'd, ſee how they now invade ; = 
© Theyrulewhomoncethey ſerv'd, command whereonce 
[obey d. 
5 


Behold, that nakedneſs, that late bewray'd 


Thy glory, now's become thy ſhame, thy wonder; 


5 | Behold, hoſe trees, whoſe various fruits were made 


For food, now turn'd a ſhade to ſhrewd thee under; 


Ae that voice (which thou haſt diſobey'd), 


hat Tate was muſic, now affrights like thunder: 
Poor man] are not thy joints grown ſore with ſha- 
To view th effect of thy bold undertaking, (king 
That in one e hour didſt mar what Heav'n fix days was 


(making :? 
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16 EM ILIE MS. Book l. 


S. AUGUST. lib. i. de Lib. Arbit. 

It is a moſt juſt puniſhment, that man ſhould loſe tha 

freedom which man coeld not uſe, yet had power to keey, BY 

i if he would ; and that he who had knowledge to do what WY 

was right, and did nat, ſhould be deprived of the knows 

5 ledge of what was right : and that he who would not de 

righteoufly when he had the power, ſhould loſe the power 
to do it when he had the will. TN > 


3 Hugo de Anima. 5 
They are juflly puniſhed, that abuſe lawful things; but 
they are moſl j 775 puniſhed, that uſe unlawful things : 
thus Lucifer fell from heaven; thus Adam loft his para- 
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| EPIG. 2. - : | 

See how theſe fruitful kernels, - being caſt -— 
Upon the earth, how thick they ſpring l how faſt! 
A full-ear'd crop and thriving, rank and proud; 


» 


Prepoſt' rous man firſt ſow'd, and then he plough'd, 
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| : | 5 | "wy in hahn the heart is forrowful, and the 4 of 


that mirth i 14 heavineſs, 


1. 
„Las . fond child, e Hh 
1 55 How ate thy thoughts beguir'd 
o hope for honey from a neſt of waſps? 
== Thou may'ſt as welt 
= Go ſeek for Ele r 
El Or ſ prightly necar from the mouths of aſps. 
* 
The world's 2 hive, = 
From 4 thou can'ſt derive 


Put caſe thou meet 


3 5 | No good, but what thy ſoul's vexation brings : PF; 


Some petti- petti- ſweet, 
Wo Each Grop | is guarded with a thouſand | Qin yy 


g © * 144 i 7 


N. 
Why doſt thou make | 
=_ Theſe murm'ring troops fefvik 
== The ſafe protection of their: waxen bo nes ? 
Their hive contains 
No ſweet that's worth thy pains ; 
here's nothing here, alas! but empty combs, 


$6 
For traſh. and- toys, 
And griet-engend'ring joys;. 
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18 ; E MB L EMS. Book J. 
What torment ſeems. too ſharp for fleſh and blood ! 


What bitter pills, 
Compos'd of aol ills, 


* ſwallow down, to purchaſe ot one falſe good |. 


8. 
The A here, 

Are leaſt what they appear; 
Though ſweet in hopes, yet in fruition ſour ; 
The fruit that's yellow, 5 
Is found not always mellow; f 
The faireſt tulip's not the ſweeteſt flow' r. 


6. 
Fond youth, give o'er, 
And vex thy ſoul no more 


In ſeeking what were better far unfound; 
Alas | thy gains 


Are only prefent pains 
To gather ſcorpions for a future wound. 


What's earth? or in it 
That longer than a minute, 
Can lend a free delight that can endure & 
O who. would droil *, 
Or delve i in ſuch a ſoil, 
Where gain's uncertain, and the pain is ſure # E 


* Dre, i i. e dradge,. ä Gy 


3 RES.” 0 _ 
FFF 


our and a perpetual fear ; it is a dangerous pleaſure, 


r without repentance. 


5 And ſeeking honey to ſet up thy trade, "x. 
True emblem of thy ſweets ! Thy boes do bring 


Boox I. EMBLEMS. 19 
uy Ss. AUGUST. 


Sweetneſs in temporal matters 1s deceitful : it is à la- 


E | whoſe beginning is without providence. and whofe end is 


HUGO. 
Luxury is an enticing plraſure, a baſtard mirth, whith 
= hath honey in her mouth, gall in her heart, and a ſling 


3 her tail. 


„„ 


What, Cupid, are thy ſhafts already made ? 


WT Honey in their mouths, but in their tails a ſting. 


Put in the pond'rous acts of mighty Cæſar: 


"Ho ; 
+. 5 a 
: 7 ' "2 7 
* q f S. x5 7 
20 ) 00k I, 
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| wt | 
{ . 4 

9 . 


p. SAL M Iii, 29% = 
7 be Jaid in the balunce, it is e lighter then 
Vant ty, * 


'£) . LF II 

Fin another weight: ts yet too light : 
\ „A! yet, fond Cupid, put another in; 

154 yet andther: ill there's under-weight 1 
Put im another hundred: put again; TA 
Add world to world; then.heap a thouſand more 
To that ; then, to renew thy waſted ſtore, 1 
Take u p more 8 on truſt, to draw. thy balance: 
C0. 8 


Ry 


Put in the gech. FT, ar her Wy of pleafute ; 5 
Put in great Mammon's endlefs inventory ;*: 


Put in the greater weight of Sweden's glory; 
Add Scipio's gauntlet ;. put in Plato's gown : 
Put Circe's charms, put in the triple crown, 
1 balance will: not draw; ar balance will not 


Lord es: a world is this, which day and night 
Men ſeek with ſo much toil, with ſo much trouble ? 
Which, weigh'd in equal fcales, is found ſo light, 
80 poorly overbalanc'd with a bubble! 
Good God!] that frantic mortals ſhould deſtroy 


Their higher hopes, and place their idle jo 
Wan ſuch airy traſh, upon ſo-light a toy | 4 
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Thou bold impoſtor, how haſt thou befool'd 


A The tribe of man with counterfeit defire 
How has the breath of thy falſe bellows cooPd 


Heav'n's freeborn flame, and kindled baſtard fire! 
How haſt thou vented droſs inſtead of treaſure, 
And cheated menwith thy falſeweights and meaſure, 

Proclaiming bad for goed; and gilding death with 

_ Ss eee fllpleaſure! 


he world's a crafty ſtrumpet, moſt 2 
XX And cloſely following thoſe that moſt reject her; 
But ſeeming careleſs, nicely diſreſpecting 

And coyly flying thoſe that moſt affect her:: 
If thou be free, ſhe's ſtrange; if ſtrange, ſhe's free; 
Ns Flee, and ſhe follows; follow, and ſhe'll flee :-: - 
Than ſhe there's none more coy, there's none more 

= oO FO 11% 307 1:10 fond thandhs/ 

3 3 6. TY a 3 * . 
O what a crocodilian world is this 
Compos'd of treach'ries, and inſnaring wiles ! 
dhe cloathes deſtruction in a formal kiſs, 

And lodges death in her deſtructive ſmiles ; 

She hugs the ſoul ſhe hates; and there does prove 

The very'ſt tyrant, where ſhe vows to love; 


And is a ſerpent moſt, when moſt ſhe ſeems a dove. 


F | | 7. 
Thrice happy he, whoſe nobler thoughts deſpiſe 
Io make an object of ſo eaſy gains; 


5 Thrice happy he, who ſcorns ſo poor a prize 


Should be the crown of his heroic pains : 
Thrice happy he, that ne'er was born to try 
ler frowns or ſmiles : or, being born, did lie 
In his fad nurſe's arms an hour or two, and die ! 

; 8. A Us 


A 


22 EMBLEM Ss, Boox1 
.S.AUGUST,. lib. Confefl, 9 
O you that dote upon this world, for what victory diy 
fight ? Tour hopes can be crowned with no greater , 
ward than the world can give; and what is the wor; 
but a. brittle thing full of dangers, wherein tue tram "x 
from leſſer te greater perils ? O let all her vain, lic, 
| momentary glory, periſh with herſelf, and let us be an. 
ver ſant -evith more eternal things. Alas ! this world i co 
, miſerable ; life is ſhort, and death is ſure, 


- 


My foul, what's lighter than a feather? Wind, 
Than _ The fire. And what, than fire? The 
her ene} than the mind ? A thought, Than 5 . 
This bubble wand. Mat, than this þybble | 
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The faſſion of this world paſſth ct 


\ ONE are thoſe golden days, wherein 
Pale confcience ſtarted not at ugly ſin: 


FM When good old Saturn's peaceful throne 
Was unuſurped by his beardleſs ſon: 


When jealous Ops neter feat'd th abuſe 
= Of her chaſte bed, or breach of nuptial truce: 
When juſt Aſtræa pois'd her ſcales . +; 
I] mortal hearts, whoſe abſence earth bewails : 
: When froth-born Venus and her brat, - 


In horrid ſhapes were yet unknown ; 
Thoſe halcyon days, that golden age is gone. 
7 There was no client then to wait 
The leiſure of his long- tail'd advocate; 
FE The talion law was in requeſt, : 
And chanc'ry courts were kept in ev'ry breaſt : 
Abuſed ſtatutes had no tenters, 
And men could deal ſecure without indentures: 
There was no peeping hole to clear 
The wittal's * eye from his incarnate fear; 
There were no luſtful cinders then 
To broil the carbonado'd hearts of men : 
The roſy cheeks did then proclaim 
A ſhame of guilt, but not a guilt of ſhame : 
There was no whining ſoul to ftart 
At Cupid's twang, or curſe his flaming dart ; 
The boy had then but callow wings, - 
And fell Erinnys' ſcorpions had no ſtings : 
| *Wittal, i. e. a cuckold, ; 


24 EMBLEMS. 


The better-acted world did move 
Upon the fixed poles of truth and love. 
Love eſſenc'd in the hearts of men 
Then reaſon rul'd, there was no paſſion then; 
Till luſt and rage began to enter, 
Love the circumf'rence was, and love the centre; 
Until the wanton days of Jove, 
The ſimple world was all compos'd of love; 5 
But Jove grew fleſhly, falſe, unjuſt; - 
Inferior beauty:fll'd his veins with luſt : 25 
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And cucquean “ Juno's fury hurl'd, | ; 
Fierce balls of rape into th' inceſtuous world: ; 8 
Aſtræa fled, and love return'd WW 
From earth, earth boil'd with luſt, with rage it burn d, : . 
And ever ſince the world hath been = 
Kept going with the ſcourge of Juſt and ſpleen, Ws. 
0 cue, | i. e. whoriſh, | 8 F 


Tn 
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= S. AMBROSE. 
I is a ſharp ſpur to vice, which always putteth the 
ans into 4 falſe gallop. 


KY F | Luſt is an immo dera 2 wantonne/s of the fleſh, a fret 
%, à cue! peſtilence ; a pernicious poiſon, which 


74-1121 the body of man, and effeminateth the flrength 


an heroic mind. 
Es is the hatred of anather's felicity: in reſpect of 
ors, becauſe they are not equal to them; in reſpect of 
fer iors, left be ſhould be equal to them; in reſpec? of 


als, becauſe they are equal to them : through envy pro- 


d the fall of the world, and death of Chrift. 


What, Cupid, muſt the world be laſh'd fo ſoon ? 
hut made at morning, and be whipt at noon ? 
is like the wag that plays with Venus? doves, 
be more tis laſh'd, the more perverſe it proves. 


* 
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5 8 
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+00 
EccLEs. ii. 17. 
All is vanity and vexation of ſpirit. 


e 
. 1. 


OW is the anxious ſoul of man befool'd 

In his deſire, 

T hat thinks an hectic fever may be cool'd 
In flames of fire ? 

Or hopes to rake full heaps of burniſh'd gold 
From naſty mire ? 

A whining lover may as well requeſt 

A ſcornful breaft 


To melt 1n gentle tears, as woo the world for reft, N 


2. 


Let wit, and all her ſtudy'd plots effect 
The beſt they can; 
Let ſmiling fortune proſper and perfect 
What wit began; | 
Let earth adviſe with both, and ſo projet 
A happy man : 
Let wit or fawning fortune vie their beſt ; 
He may be bleſt 
With all chat earth can give; but earth can 1 no 


lreſt, 
| J+ 
Whoſe gold 1s double with a careful hand, 
His cares are double; 
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Nace and Net. 


quies. 
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F T he pleaſure, honour, wealth of ſea and land 
3 Bring but a trouble; 
che world itſelf, and all the world's command, 
Is but a bubble. 
"he ſtrong deſires of man's inſatiate breaſt 


4 May ſtand poſſeſt 
Pf all that earth can give ; but earth can give no 
- reſt. 


4. 


The world's a ſeeming par'diſe, but her own 
44 And man's tormenter ; 
WA ppearing fix'd, yet but a rolling lone 
+1 Without a tenter ; 
It is a vaſt circumference, where none 
SLY Can find a centre, 
Of more than earth, can earth make none pdſleſt ; 
= And he that leaſt 
Regards this reſtleſs world, ſhall in this world find 
1 .._- [reſts 
WT rue reft conſiſts not in the oft revying ® 
4 Of worldly droſs ; 
WEarth's miry purchaſe is not worth the buying; 
5 Her gain is loſs | 
9 Her reſt but giddy toil, if not relying 
E Upon her croſs. 
55 ow worldlings droil + for trouble! That fond breaſt 
5 Ss Thatis poſſeſt 
of earth without a croſs, has earth without a reſt, 


* Revying, a term uſed at cards, 
＋ Droil, i. e. drudge, or labor, 


88 C Ass. 
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CAS S. in Pf. 
The croſs is the invincible ſanctuary of the humble e thi 
I dejection of the proud, the victory of Chriſt, the deſirue- 
 #iou of the devil, the confirmation of the faithful, the 
death of the unbelievers, the life of the juſt. 


. * DAMASCEN. 
The croſs of Chriſt is the key of paradiſe ; the weak 


5 man's ſtaff; the convert's convoy; the upright man's per- 
*, fettim ; the ſoul and body's health; the prevention of all 


evil, and the precurer of all good. 


Worldlings, whoſe whimpering folly holds the Tofſes 
Of honour, pleaſure, health, and wealth ſuch eroſſes, Wl 
Look here, and tell me what your arms engroſs: iſ 
When the beſt end of what he hug's a croſs, 


Book IJ. EMBL EMS. 


WEE 
I P E r. v. 8. 


Be ſober, be vigilant 3 becauſe your: adverſary the devil, 
as a roaring lien, en W Err whom he may 


devour, | 


I. 


HV doſt thou ſuffer luſtfull ſloth to creep 
(Dull Cyprian lad!) into thy wanton brows ? 
= Is this a time to pay thine idle vows 
At Morpheus” ſhrine ? Is this a time to ſteep 
_ Thy brains in waſteful ſlumbers? up, and rouſe 
= Thy leaden ſpirit: Is this a time to ſleep? 
| Adjourn thy ſanguine dreams, awake, ariſe, 
Call in thy thoughts; and let them all adviſe, 


Had'ſt thou as many heads as thou huſt wounded eyes. 


Look, look, what horrid furies do await 

| Thy att ring ſlumbers ! If thy drowſy head 

But chance to nod, thou allet into a bed' 
Of ſulph'rous flames, whoſe torments want a date. 
| Fond boy, be wiſe: let not thy thoughts be fed 


win. Phrygian wifdom ; fools are wiſe too late: 


Beware betimes ; and [et thy reaſon fever. [never; 
_ Thoſe gates which paſſion clos'd ; wake now or 
For if thou nod'ſt, thou fall'ft; and, falling, fall'ſt for 


lever. 
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3 
Mark, how the ready hands of death prepare: 
His bow is bent, and he hath notch'd his dart; 
He aims, he levels at thy flumb'ring heart: 
The wound is poſting ; O be wiſe, beware. 
What, has the voice of danger loft the art 
To raiſe the ſpitit of neglected care? 
Well, ſleep thy fill, __ take thy ſoft re poſes; 
But know, wi. ſweet taſtes have ſour cloſes ; 
And he repents in thorns, that ſleeps in beds of roſes, 


Yet, 1 wake, ahi gull thy ſoul no more 9 
With earth's falſe pleaſure, and the world's delight, 
Whoſe fruit is fair, and pleaſing to the fight, | 


But ſour in taſte, falſe as the putrid core : 


I by Haring glaſs is gems at her half abt, 
She Ke thee ſeeming rich, but truly poor: 
She boaſts a kernel, and beſtows a hell; 

Performs an inch of her fair-promis'd ell: 3 
Ner words proteſt a heav'n; her works produce an 
hell. 

5. 


0 thou, the fountain, of whoſe better part | 


Is earth'd and gravell'd up with vain deſire: 
That daily wallow'ſt in the fleſhly mire 
And baſe ation of a luſtfull heart, 
That feel'ſt no paſſion, but in wanton fire, 
And own'ſt no torment but in Cupid's dart; 
Behold thy type: thou ſitt'ſt upon this ball 
Of earth; Nene; while death, that flings at all, 
Stands arm d to ſtrike thee down, where flames attend 


[thy fall. 
S. BERN. 
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Latet Hoſlis, et Otia ducis ? 
The Foe lies clue in mut, and canst thou keen 
[| Thy Statton here, and thus Securely E 
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4 8. BERN. 

q 4 curity is no-where : neither in heaven, nor in para- 

_ /:, * leſs in the wnrde in heaven, the angels fell 

. from the divine preſence-, ; in Paradiſe, Adam fell from 
Lis place of pleaſure ; in the world, Judas fe from Zoe 
bool of our Saviour. 


HUGO. 
J eat ſecure, I drink ſecure, I 72 ſecure, even as tho? 
t had paſſed the day of death, avoided the day of judg- 


ment, and ef. iy the torments of hell-fire : I play and 


laugh, as though I were already W in the * 
dm of Ib. 


EPI G. 7. 


Get 1 up, my ſou] ; redeem thy laviſh eyes 
From drowſy bondage: O beware; be wiſe: 
Thy foe's before thee; thou muſt fight, or fly: 
Life hes moſt open in a cloſed eye. 


LUK®KE 


72 EMBLEMS. Boorl, 


wh - Within the froward heart and frantic brains 


But when a noilom grief begins to pleaſe 


+ VHL 
LUKE vi. 25. $ 
Wos be to you that laugh now, for ye ſhall mourn and 
wy de rig. 2 

EE world's a popular diſeaſe; that reigns. 
Of poor diſtemper'd mortals, oft ariſing 
Front 8 through th'unequal poiſing 
Of ill-weigh'd elemente, whoſe light directs 
Malignant humours to malign effects: 
One raves and labours with a boiling liver; M 
Rends hair by handfulls, curſing Cupid's quiver: | 
Another, with a bloody flux of oaths, - | 
Vows deep revenge: one doats : the other loathes: 
One friſks and ſings, and cries, A flaggon more 
To drench dry cares, and make the welkin * roar: 
Another droops: the ſun-ſhine makes him. ſad.; 
Heav'n cannot pleaſe : one's mope'd; the other's mad: 


One hugs his gold; another lets it fly: 
He knowing not, for whom; nor t'other, why. 
One ſpends his day in plots, his night in play; 


Another ſleeps and flugs both night and day: 
One laughs at this thing ; t'other cries for that: 
But neither one nor t'other knows for what. 
Wonder of wonders | what we ought tevite +, 
As our diſeaſe, we hug as our delight : 

Tis held a ſymptom of approaching danger, 
When diſacquainted ſenſe becomes a ftranger, 
And takes no knowledge of an old diſeaſe; 


* Melkin, an old word for ſky, 
7 Evite: i. e. to ſhun, Or avoid. | 


'The 


Ft riſu necat. 


Tis thus the World her Votartmes beguites 
With Farr agmmearances, ard hills with Snutes . 
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P.. E MB: LL EE M. 32 


WT he unreſiſting ſenſe, it is a fear 

1 hat death has parly'd, and compounded there: 
as when the dreadful "Thuna'rer's awful hand 
WPours forth a vial on th' infected land, 

At firſt th' affrighted mortals quake and fear; z 
And ev'ry noiſe is thought the Thunderer: 
But when the frequent ſoul-departing bell 

| Has pav'd their ears with her familiar knell, 

I It is 8 but a nine day's wonder, 
1253 neither fear the Thund'rer, nor his thunder. | 
| So when the world (a worſe diſeaſe ]) began 
Jo ſmart for fin, poor new-created man 

Could ſeek for ſhelter, and his gen'rous ſon 

| Knew by his wages what his hands had done: 
But bold-face'd mortals in our bluſhleſs times | 
Can ſing and ſmile, and make a ſport of crimes, 
| Tranſgreſs of cuſtom, and rebel in eaſe: 

| We falſe-joy'd fools can triumph in diſeaſe, 
And (as the careleſs pilgrim, being bit 

By the Tarantula, begins a fit 

of life-concluding as ghter) waſte our breath 
In laviſh PO till we laugh to death, 


HUGO. 
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M hat profit is there in vain-glory, momentary mir 
the world's power, the fleſh's pleaſure, ſull riches, nat: E 
deſcent, and great dgfires? Where is their laugbter? i 
where is their mirth ? where their inſolence © their arr. 
gance ? From how much joy, to how much ſadneſs ! Aſter 
% much mirth, h:w much miſery ! From how great 
glory are they fallen, to how great torment ! What hath 
1 Fallen to them, may brſal thee, becauſe thou art a man: 
| thou art of earth ; thou liveſt of earth ; thou ſhalt return 
1590 earth, Death expefteth thee every-where i be wiſe, i 
" therefore, and expect death every-where, f 
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What ails the fool to laugh ? Does ſomething pleaſe | 
His vain conceit ? Or is't a mere diſeaſe ? * 
Fool, giggle on, and waſte thy wanton breath; 38 


Thy morning laughter breeds an ev'ning death. 4 ä 
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Fruſtra quis ſtabilem figat in Orbe Gradum.. 


Thus changing World no laslng Joys can gue, 
The lift Cround your Footstes will decerre 


Book I. E MBLEM $, 
IX, 


1 JOHN ii. 17. 
The world paſſeth away, and all the Juſts thereof. 


33 [light 

RAW near, brave ſparks, whoſe ſpirits ſcorn to 

Your hallow'd tapers but at honour's flame ; 

You, whole heroic actions take delight 
To varniſh over a new painted name; 

Whoſe high-bred thoughts diſdain to take their flight 
But on th' Icarian wings of babbling fame; 
Behold, how tott'ring are your high- built ſtories 

Of earth, whereon you truſt the ground-wark of your 


1 2. | 
And you, more brain-ſick lovers, that can prize 
A wanton ſmile before eternal joys ; 
That know no heaven but in your miſtreſs' eyes; 
That feel no pleaſure but what ſenſe enjoys: 
That can, like crown-diſtemper'd fools, deſpiſe 
True riches, and like babies whine for toys: 
Think ye the pageants of your hopes are able 
| To ſtand ſecure on earth, when earth itſelf's unſtable? 


Come, dunghill ah. you that root like ſwine, 
And caſt up golden trenches where ye come: 
Whoſe only pleaſure is to undermine, 

And view the ſecrets of your mother's womb : 
Come, bring your ſaint pouch'd in his leathern ſhrine, 

And ſummon all your griping angels home ; 
Behold your world, the bank of all your ſtore, 
The world ye ſo admire, the world ye fo adore. 


3 A feeble 


=: EMBLEM Ss, Book J. 


4. 
A feeble world, whoſe hot- mouth'd pleaſures tire 
Before the race; before the ſtart, retreat; 
A faithleſs world, whole falie delights expire 
Before the term of haif their promis'd date: 
A fickle world, not worth the leaſt defire, 
Where ev'ry chance proclaims a change of ſtate; 
A feeble, faithleſs, fickle world, wherein 
Each motion proves a vice; and ev'ry act a fin, 
5, | 
The beauty, that of late was in her flow'r, 
Is now a ruin, not to raiſe a luſt : - 
He that was lately drench'd in Danae's ſhow'r, 
Is maſter now of neither good nor truſt ; 
W hoſe honour late was mann d with princely pow'r, 
His glory now lies bury'd in the duſt 
O who would truſt this world, or prize what's in it, 
TT hat gives and takes, and chops and changes ev'ry 
| | minute | 
6. 
Nor length of days, nor ſolid ſtrength of brain, 
Can find a place wherein to reſt fecure : 
The world is various, and the earth is vain, 
There's nothing certain here, there's nothing ſure: 
We trudge, we travel, but from pain to pain, 
And what's our only grief's our only cure: 
'The world's a torment ; he that would endeavour 
To find the way to reſt, muſt ſeek the way to 1 | 
Ther. 


S. GREG. 


EMBL EMS. 37 


8. GRE G. in Hom. 


Behold, the world is withered in itſelf, yet flouriſheth 
in our hearts; every-where death, every-where grief, 
gvery-where deſolation 7 on every ſide, we are ſmitten ; on 

every fide, filled with bitterneſs ; and yet, with the blind 
mind of carnal defire, we love her bitterneſs : it flieth, 
md we follow it; it falleth, yet we flick to it: and be- 
cauſe we cannot enjoy it falling, we fall with it, and 
enjoy it fallen . | | | 


Boot J. 


2 EPI. 9. 

If Fortune fail, or envious Time but ſpurn, 
The world turns round, and with the world we turn: 
When Fortune ſees, and Lynx-ey'd Time is blind, 
III truſt thy. joys, O world; till theng the wind. 


1 are of your fatber the devil, and the Iufts of your 


H 


See hov- their curved bodies wreath, and ſcrew 


ff. . Ü 
* 
Jon N viii. 444 


father ye will do. 
. | 8 7 IN black: 
Tre's your right ground: wag gently o'er this 
'Tis a Rent calf ; Y'are * / at the jack. 
rub an inch or two; two crowns to one 
On this bowl's ſide; blow, wind; tis fairly thrown: 
The next bowl's worle that comes; come, bowl away: 
Mammon, you know the ground; untutor'd, play: 
Your laſt was gone; a yard of ſtrength, well ſpare'd, 
Had touch'd the block; your hand is ſtill too hard. 
Brave paſtime, readers; to conſume that day, 
Which, without paſtime, flies too ſwift away 
See how they labour; as if day and night 
Were both too ſhort to ſerve their looſe delight: 


Such antic ſhapes as Proteus never knew: 
One raps an oath, another deals a curſe; 

He never better bowl'd; this, never worſe : 
One rubs his itchleſs elbow, ſhrugs and laughs : 
The other bends his beetle brows, and chafes : 
Sometimes they whoop, ſometimes their Stygian cries 

Send their black Santo's to the bluſhing ſkies ; 
1 hus mingling humours in a mad confuſion, 

They a, ws A premiſes, and worſe concluſion : 
But where's a palm that Fortune's hand allows 
To bleſs the victor's honourable brows ? 
Come, reader, come; [I'll light thine eye the way 

To view the prize, the while the gameſters play: 
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| Cloſe by the jack, behold, jill Fortune ſtands 
To wave the game; fee in her partial hands 
The glorious garland's held in open ſhow, 
Io chear the Jads, and crown the conqu'ror's brow, 
The world's the jack; the gameſters that eontend, 
Are Cupid, Mammon: that judicious fiend, 
That gives the ground, is Satan: and the bowls 
Are finful thoughts ; the prize, a crown for fools. 
Who breathes that bowls not } What bold tongue can 
Without a bluſh, he has not bowl'd to-day ? [ fay, 
It is the trade of man, and ev'ry ſinner 
Has play'd his rubbers : every ſoul's a winner, 
The vulgar proverb's croſt, he hardly can 
Be a good bowler and an honeſt man. 
Good God ! turn thou my Braſil thoughts anew; 
New-ſole my bowls, and make their bias true. 
In ceaſe the game, till fairer ground be given; 
Nor wiſh to win, until the mark be heav n. 


 20hoſe ſmoke is mnfamy ; 
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# . M03 L BM m 


8. BERNARD. Lib. de Conſid. 


Q you fons of Adam, you covetous generations, what 
Dave ye to do with earthly riches, which are neither true, 
nor yours? Gold and ſiluer are real earth, red and whi te, ' 
which the only error of man makes, or rather reputes, 
precious in ſhort, if they be yours, carry them with you, © 


8. HIER ON. in Ep. 


O luftl, thou infernal fire, whoſe fuel is gluttony .. 
whoſe flame is I. 3 whoſe 2 are wanton words \ 
7 whoſe 


wheſe end is bell. 


EPIG. 10. | 
Mammon, well follow'd : Cupid; bravely lec; 
Both touchers ; equal fortune makes a dead: 
Na reed can meaſure where the conqueſt lies 


Take my advice; compound, and ſhare the prize 


EPHES, 


aſhes are uncleannęſi; 
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[ts i Dextruchon runs the World anay. 


XI. 
| EPHES. ii. 2. | 
Ye walked according to the courſe of this world, accords 
| ing to the prince of the air. | 


1 | 1. 
Whither will this mad-braig world, at laſt, 
. Be drivin ? Where will her reſtleſs wheels ar- 
Why hurries on her ill-match'd pair ſo faſt? I rive? 
|  O whither means her furious groom to drive? 
What, will her rambling fits be never paſt? 
For ever ranging ? Never once retrieve ? 
Will earth's perpetual progreſs ne'er expire? 
Her team continuing in their freſh career: 
And yet they never reſt, and yet they never tire, 


| . . 8 
Sol's hot-mouth'd ſteeds, whoſe noſtrils vomit flame, 
And braſen lungs belch forth quotidian fire,. 
Their twelve hours taſk perform'd, grow ſtiff and 
And their immortal ſpirits faint and tire: I lame, 

At th' azure mountain's-foot their labours claim 

The privilege. of reſt, where they retire 

To quench their burning fetlocks, and go ſteep 

Their flaming noſtrils in the weſtern deep, 


And *freſh their tire'd ſouls with ſkrength»zeſtoring 


| fleeps 
3. | 
But theſe prodigious hackneys, baſely got 
"T'wixt mer. and devils, made for race or flight, 
Can drag the idle world, expecting not 
'The bed of reit, but travel with delight; 
Who, never weighing way nor weather, trot . 
OY, D 3 | T hro” 
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= EMBLEMS. Boon 


T hro' duſt and dirt, and droil both night and day; 
Thus droil theſe fiends incarnate, whoſe free pains 
Are fed with dropſies and venereal blains : 


No need to uſe the whip ; but ſtrength to rule the reins. 


4. 

Poor captive world ! how has thy lightneſs giv'n 
A juſt oceaſion to thy foes? illuſion ! 

O, how art thou betray'd ; thus fairly driv'n, 
In ſeeming triumph, to thy own confuſion | 


How is the empty univerſe bereav'n 


Of all true joys, by one falſe joy's delufion! 
So I have ſeen an unblown virgin fed 
With fugar'd words fo full, that ſhe is led 

A fair attended bride to a falſe bankrupt's bed. 


8 LL 
Pull, gracious Lord ! Let not thine arm forſake 
The world impounded in her own devices: 
Think of that pleaſure that thou once did'ſt take 
Amongſt the lilies and fweet beds of ſpices. 
Hale ſtrongly, thou whoſe hand has pow'r to ſlack 
The (wift-foot fury of ten thouſand vices : 
Let not that en dragon boaſt, 
His craft has won what Judah's Lion loſt; 
Remember what is crav'd; recount the price it coſt. 


ISIDOR. 


Book I EMBLEM 8. 42 


ISID OR. Lib. i. de gummo Bono. 


By how much the nearer Satan perceiveth the world ” 
an end, by ſo much the more fiercely he troubleth it with 
perſecution ; ; that, knowing himſelf to be damned, he * 
get company in his damnation, 


CYPRIAN. in \ Ep. 


Broad' and ſpacious is the road io infernal ifs; there 
are inticements and death-bringing pleaſures, There the 
devil flattereth, that he may deceive; ſmileth, that ke _y 


* [ allureth, that he may hg. 


EPI G. 1 


N 5 ſoft and fair, good world; poſte ods too faſt 3 

os journey's end requires not half this haſte. 
that arm thou ſo diſdain'ſt, reprives * thee, 

Ms thou needs muſt go; the devil drives thee. 


* Reprive, i, e. cubs, reftraigs; from the French, reprimer. 


IAA 


4 EMBLEMS, Bool. 
XII. 
IS AIAR Ixvi. 11. 
c Ye may fuck but not be ſatisfied with the vag f hey 
Nh EY conſolation, BN 
— - 1. 
HAT, never KU'a ? Be th 1 57 ſerew d ſo faft 
To the earth's full breaſt? for ſhame, for ſhame, 
 [unſtize thee; - 
| Thou takeꝰ ſt a ſurfeit where thou ſhould't but taſte, 
 Andmake'ſt too much not half enough to pleaſe thee, 
Ab, fool, forbear; thou ſwalloweſt at one breath 
Both food and: poiſon down; thou draw ſt both milk 
| . [and death, 
| 8 
The ub'rous breaſts, when fairly drawn, repaſt 
The thriving infant with their milky flood; 
But, being overſtrain'd; return at laſt ; 
Unwholfom gulps compos'd of wind ond, blood, 
A mod'rate uſe doth both repaſt and pleaſe; 
Who ſtrains beyond a mean, draws in and gulps diſ- 
| | (eaſe. 


But, O Fg mean, 1 the leaft abuſe 

Makes bad, is too, too hard to be directed: 
Can thorns bring grapes, or crabs a pleaſing j juice | ? 
There's nothingwholſom, where the whole's infected, 
Unſeize thy lips: earth's milk's a ripen'd core, 
That drops from her diſeaſe, that matters * 
[ſore . 


- 4. 
'Think'ſt thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coat, 
Is thriving fat; or fleſh, that ſeems ſo brawny ? 
Thy paunch is dropſy'd, and thy cheeks are bloat; 
Thy lips are white, and thy complexion ng; ; 
uy 
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ty the thus, alas.) hay made me want. 


What are the Riches which the World can grant . 
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Book J. 


conſolation, 25 
1 
HAT, never 8 u. ? Be thy Tips ſerew'd ff 
To thiearth's full breaſt? for me, for ſhame, 


unſeize thee ; 


| Thou take ſt a ſurfeit where thou mould but taſte, 


And make ſt too much not half enough to pleaſe thee, 
Ad, fool, forbear; thou ſwalloweſt at one breath 
Both food and: poiſon down ; thou. draw'ſt both milk 


| [and death, 
A. 


The ub' rous breaſts, when fairly drawn, repaſt 


The thriving infant with their milky flood; 
Aut, being overſtrain'd; return at laſt ; - 
Unwholfom gulps compos'd of wind and, blood, 
A mod'rate uſe doth both repaſt and pleaſe ; 
Who ſtrains beyond a mean, draws in and gulps diſ- 
Lloeaſe. 


But, O that mean, * the leaft abuſe 
Makes bad, is too, too hard to be directed : 
Can thorns bring grapes, or crabs a pleaſing j juice ? 
There' snothingwholſom, wherethewhole's infected, 
Unſeize thy lips: earth's milk's a ripen'd core, 
That drops from her diſeaſe, that matters „ 
[ ſore. © 


Think'ſt thou that SN that burlies out thy coat, 
Is thriving fat ; or fleſh, that ſeems ſo brawny ? 

Thy paunch is cropſy'd, and thy cheeks are bloat; 

T'by lips are white, and thy complexion tawny 3 
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| Book. I. EMBLEM 8. 48 
Thy fkin* s a dladder blown with watry tumors; 
Thy fleſh a n bag, a quagmire full of bumora. 


3. | 
And thou, whoſe chrivelcſs hands are ever Araining 
Earth's fluent breaſts into an empty ſieve, 
That always haft, yet always art complaining, 
And whin'ſt for more than earth hath pow'r to give; 
Whaſe treaſure flows and flees away as fat; 
That ever haſt, and haſt, yet haſt nat what thou haſt, 


6. 


Go chuſs a A 3 chat als remain 
Within the limits of thy leaking. meaſurez 
Or elſe go ſeek an urn that will retain Mo 

The liquid body of thy lipp'ry treaſure : 
Alas | how poorly ar e labours crown'd ! 


T by _—_ never en. raue veſſel _ 
g A 1922 de 1 13-25 en n 
What 1 * 8 is Fil to pat aid plot, © 


. — favi e creum of all his care, 1 
4 Wenig ode, Which, being OY EN 
oſſeſſion ut a thoroughfare; ; 

Or, if they ſtay, they furrow thoughts the deeper; 

And, being kept with care, they loſe their careful 

[keeper ! 


- 


4. EMBLEMS Boon l. 

S. G REG. Hom..iii. ſscund. Parte Ezech, 

If we give mare to the fleſh than ibe ought, toe nouriſß 
an enemy z if we give not to her neceſſity what we ought, 
we. deſeray. a cit12en.: the fleſh is ta he Fe fo far as 
ſuffices to our good ; whoſoever alleweth ſa much to her as 
te make her proud, Inoweth not bow to ſatisfied : to be 
falisfied, is a great art; leſt, by the ſaticty. of the freſh, 


we break. forth into the iniquity of ber folly. 
| HUGO de Anima. 
The heart is a ſmall thing, But defireth great matters. 
It is not ſufficient for a kites. dinner, jet the whale worls 


is not ſuffxrent for it. 


5 20 ©: 


What makes thee, fool, ſo fat? Fool, thee fo bare? 

| Ye ſuck the ſelf-ſame mill, the ſolf-ſame- air: 
No meari betwixt all paunch, and ſkin and bone? 
The mean's a virtue, and the world has none. 
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Bor I. E M 8 L E M 8. 45 
XI. 


Jene it, 1. 
* hue gay rather than lebt, becauſe their deeds 


are evil. 


Lond.. when we leite the world, and come to thee, 
x How dull, how flug : are we! 
How backward ! how prepoſt'rous is the motion 
Of our ungain devotion ! 
Our thoughts a are millſtones, and our ſouls are lead, 
And our defires are dead: 
Our vows are fairly promis'd, faintly paid; 
Or broken, or. not made: : 
Our better work (if a any good) attends * 
Upon our private ends: 
In whoſe performance olle poor worldly ſeoff 
F0oils us, or beats us off. 
If thy ſharp — find out ſome ſecret fault, 
rumble or revolt ; | 
And if thy gentle hand by] N we ſtray, 
Or idly loſe the way. 
15 the road fair ? we loiter; clogg'd with mire: NN 
7 We tick, or elſe retire : | 
A lamb n a lion; and we fear, | it 
Each buſh we ſee's a bear. | 
When our dull fouls dire& our thoughts to thee, i 
As flow as ſnails are we : 
But at the earth we dart our wing'd deſire, 
We burn, we burn like fire, 
Like as the am rous needle joys to bend 
| 3? 0 her magnetic friend ; 


. 5 i! 
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8 EMBLEMS. Boon l. 


Or as the greedy lover's eye- balls fly 
At his fair miſtreſs eye: 
So, ſo we cling to earth; we fly and puff, 
Yet fly not faſt enough. 
If pleaſure beckon with her VN AS. 
| Hef beck's a ſtrong command: 
Ir honour calls us with a courtly breath, 
An hour's delay 1s death: : 
If profit's enge er'd charm enveigles, 
| e Clip more ſwift than eagles: . 
Let Auſter weep, or bluſtr'ing Boreas roar, 
Till eyes or lungs be ſote: 
Let Neptune ſwell, until bis dropſy ſides 
P Burſt into broken tides : 
Nor threat'ning rocks, nor winds, nor wayes, nor fire, 
Can curb our fierce defire ; 
Nor fire, hor rocks, can ſtop our furious minds, 
Nor waves, nor winds; 


How faſt and fearleſs do our footſteps flee ! 
The light-foot roebuck's not ſo ſwift as we. 


Bock 1. E M B L EM S. 40 
S. AUGUST. ſup. Pſal. Ixiv. 


Two ſeveral lovers built tuo ſeveral cities : the love 9 
God buildeth at Jeruſalem ; the love of the world buildeth 
a Babylon: let every one inquire of himſelf, what he 
leveth ; and he ſhall refokve himſelf, of whence he is a 


citizen. 
S. AUGUST. lib. iii. Confeff. 

All things are driven by their own weight, and tend to 
their own centre: my weight is love ; by that I am driven 
whitherſoever I am driven. 

Ib ices; 

Lord, he loveth thee leſs, that loveth any thing with 

thee, which he Iveth not for thee, 


* 


Lord, fcourge my aſs, if ſhe ſhould make no haſte; 
And curb my ſtag, if he ſhould fly too faſt : 

If he be over-ſwift, or ſhe prove idle, 

Let Love lend him a ſpur ; Fear, her a bridle. 
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50 | EMBLEM 8. 


Book l. 


XIV. 
PS AL M Kili. 3. 
Lighten mine eyes, O Lord, eſt I ſleep the ſleep * 
Tk + death, 85 T, 51 850 
| [light 
In't ne'er be morning? Will that promis d 
Neer break, and dlear thoſe clouds of ek 


Sweet Phoſſ phor, bring the. day, . 
Whoſe conqu' rin 


May chaſe theſe fogs; Fireet Pholphor, irg the day. 


How long ! how long ſhall theſe. benighted eyes 
Languiſh in ſhades, like feeble flies 
Expecting fpring ? How long ſhall datkneſs foil 
The face of earth, and thus beguile | 
Our ſouls of prightful action? When, whe, will 0 
Begin to dawn, whoſe new- born ray 
May gild the weathercocks of our devotion, 
And give our unſoul'd fouls new motion? 
Sweet Phoſphor, bring the day; 
Thy light will fraß ir 
Theſe horrid miſts ; F ſweet Phoſphor, bring the day. 


Let thoſe have night, that aily love t'immure 
Their cloiſter'd crimes, - and fin ſecure ; 
Let thoſe have night, that bluſh to let men know 
The baſeneſs they ne'er bluſh to do; 
Let thoſe have night, that love to have a nap, 
And loll in ignorance's lap; 
Let thoſe, whoſe e eyes, like owls, abhor the light, 
Let thoſe have night, that love the night: 


Sweet 
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Book IJ. E MB LEM S. 51 


Sweet Phoſphor, bring the day; 
How ſad dela 
Afllicts dull hopes ! Sweet Phoſphor, bring the day. 


Alas! my light-in-vain-expeCting eyes 
Can find no objects, but what ile 
From this poor mortal blaze, a dying ſpark 
Of V alcan' s forge, whofe flames are dark, 
A dang'rous, dull blue-burning light, 
As melancholy as the night: 
Here's all the ſuns that gliſter in the ſphere 
Of earth: Ah me ! what comfort's here? 
Sweet Phoſphor, bring the day; 
Haſte, haſte away, 
Heav'n's loit'ring lamp; fweet Phoſphor, bring the day. 


Blow, Ignorance: O thou, whoſe idle knee 
Rocks earth into a lethargy, 
And with thy ſooty fingers haſt bedight * 
The world's Fair cheek, blow, blow thy ſpite z 
Since thou haſt puft our greater taper.; a 
Puff on, and out the lefler too : 
If &er that breath-exiled flame return, 
Thou haſt not blown, as it will burn: 
Sweet Phoſphor, bring the day : 
Light will ny 
The wrongs of night ; ſweet Phoſphor, bring the day. 


* Bedight, 1 1. e. beſmear' d d. 


—— rr * * Ivy 


52 E MB LE MS. 


Book |, 


8. AUG, in Joh. Ser. xix, 


God is all to thee : if thou be hungry, he is bread; if 
thirjly, he is water; if darkneſs, be is light ; if naked, 


be is a robe of immortality, 


ALANUS de Cong. Nat. 


God is a hight that is never darkened ; an unwearied 
life that cannot die; a fountain always flowing ; a garden 
ef life ; a ſeminary of wiſdom z a radical beginning of all 


$oganefs, 


; EPIG. 14. 
My foul, if ignorance puff out this light, 
She'll do a favour that intends a ſpite : 


T ſeems dark abroad; but, take this light away, 
Thy windows will diſcover brea# e' day, 


Rey, | 
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Debilitata Fides; Terras Aſtrea reliquit. 


| Faith now ts weaken : of Cer lc, Frrth 
Divine Avtraa,guits the groaning Marth . 


Book 1. E M B L E M s. 53 
XV. 


R E V. X11. 12. 


The devil is come unto you, having great power, becauſe 
be knoweth that be hath but a ſhort time. 


I. 6 
ORD, canſt thou ſee and ſuffer ? Is thy hand 
Still bound to th? peace? Shall earth's black mon- 
A full poſſeſſion of thy waſted land? [arch take 
O, will thy flumb'ring vengeance. never wake, 
Till full-age'd-law-refiſting cuſtom ſhake 
The pillars of thy right by falſe command? [down, 
Unlock , thy clouds, great Thund'rer, and come 
Behold whoſe temples, wear thy ſacred crown ; 
Redreſs, redreſs our wrongs ;, revenge, revenge thy 
| Lown. 
2. 
See how the bold uſurper mounts the ſeat 
Of royal majeſty; how overſtrawing 
Perils with pleaſure, pointing ev'ry threat 
With bug- bear death, by torments overawing 
Thy frighted ſubjects; or by favours drawing 
Their tempted hearts to his unjuſt retreat; 
Lord, canſt thou be ſo mild, and he fo bold? 
Or can thy flocks be thriving, when the fold 
Is govern'd by the fox? Lord, canſt thou fee, and 
Ree i hold? 
| 8 
That ſwift-wing'd advocate, that did commence. 
Our welcome ſuits before the King of kings, 
E 3 That 


84 E M B L E MS. Boo l. 


That ſweet embaſſador, that hurries hence 
What airs th" harmonious foul or ſighs or lins, 
See how ſhe flutters with her idle wings; 
Her wings are chipt, and eyes put out by ſenſe ; | 
Senſe- conqu'ring faith is now grown blind and 
And baſely craven'd *, that in times of old I cold, 
Did conquer heav'n itſelf, do what th"Almighty could, 


Behold, how double fraud does ſcourge and tear 
Afſtrza's wounded ſides, plough'd up, and rent 
With knotted cords, whoſe fury has no ear ; 
See how ſhe ſtands a pris'ner to be ſent 
A A flave into eternal baniſhment, 
T know not whither ; O, I know not where : 
Her patent muſt be caneeb d in diſgrace 
And ſweet-lip'd fraud, with her divided face, 
Muſt act Aſtræa's part, muſt take Aſtræa's place. 


5. 

Faith's pinion's clipt, and fair Aſttæa gone ! 
Quick- ſeeing, Faith now blind, and Juſtice ſee: 
Has juſtice now found wings? And has Faith none ? 
What do we here? Who would not wiſh to be 

Diſſolv'd from earth, and with Aſtræa flee 
From this blind dungeon to that ſun- bright throne? 
Lord, is thy ſeeptre loft, or laid aſide? 
Is hell broke looſe, and all her fiends unty'd' ? 
Lord, rite, and rou ſe, and rule, and cruſh, their furious 


F Pr ids. 
1 Cravein'd, i. e. diſhearten'd, made to knock under, &c. 


PETER 


Book T. E MB L EMS. "5 


PETER RA. in Match. 
e devil abe wuthor of evil, the founttin of withed- 


. neſs, the adverſary of truth, the corrupter of the world, 
man's perpetual enemy; he planteth ſnares, diggeth ditches, 
ſpurreth bodies, he goadeth ſouls, he ſuggeſteth thoughts, 
 beltheth anger, e*pofeth virtues to hatred, maketh "vices be- 
loved, foweth errors, notrifheth contention, diflurbeth peace, 
and ſcattereth affettion, ' 1 


| 101 ' MACAR. £5; | 
Let us ſuffer with thife thot ſuffer, and be crneified 


with thoſe that are crucified, that we nay be glorified with 


thoſe that are glorified. 


If there be no enemy, no fight; if no fight, no victory; 
if no victory, ne crown, | 1 


E PIG. 15. | 

My ſoul, fit thou a patient looker on ; 

Judge not the play, before the play is done : 

Her plot has many changes: every diy 
Speaks a new ſcene ; the Jaſt act crowns the play. 


888 EMBLEM S. Book H. 


nn 
$ECOND BOOK. 
' 


1 Anl. 11. 5 5 
You that wall in the tight of your own. fire, od: in the 
ſparks that ye have Ws Ye 4 all N down in 


ſorrow. 


1. 
O, Gilly Cup id, ſnuff and trim 
Thy falſe, hy feeble light, 
A ſelf-conſuming flames more bright; 8 
Methinks ſhe burns too dim. 
Is this that ſprightly fire, 
Whoſe more than ſacred beams inſpire 
The raviſh'd hearts of men, and ſo  inflame Gre | ; 


| | IK 1 

See, boy, how Fahy unthrifty blaze 

Conſumes, how faſt ſhe wanes ; 

She ſpends herſelf, and her, whoſe wealth maintains 
Her weak, her idle rays. . 
Cannot thy luſtful blaſt, 7 l 

Which gave it luſtre, make it laſt ſſo faſt? 

What heart can "ng: g be pleas' d, where pleaſure ſpends 


| 3. 
Go, N place thy E nene 
Where never- breaking day 
Intends to viſit mortals, or diſplay 
Thy ſullen ſhades of night: 
Thy torch will burn more clear 
Tn night's un-Titan'd hemiſphere ;_ Tappear. 
Heav'n's ſcornful flames and thine can never co- 
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4. 
In vain thy buſy hands addreſs 
Their labour to difplay 
Thy eaſy blaze within the verge of day; 
The greater drowns the leſs! 
If heav*n's bright glory ſhine, 

Thy glimm'ring ſparks muſt needs reſign; 
Puff out heav'n's glory, then, or heav'n will work out 
„ 5. 1 ; 

Go, Cupid's rammiſh pander, go, 
W hoſe dull, whoſe low defire 
Can find ſufficient warmth from nature's fire; 
Spend borrow'd breath, and blow, 
Blow wind made ſtrong with ſpite: 
When thou haſt puff'd the greater light, 
Thy leſſer ſpark may ſhine, and warm the new. made 


Deluded mortals, tell me, when 
Your dating breath has blown | 
'Heav*n's taper out, and you have ſpent your own, 
What fire ſhall warm you then? - 
Ah, fools ! perpetual night | 1 
Shall haunt your ſouls with Stygian fright, 
Where they ſhall boil in flames, but flat es ſhall bring 
[no light. 


8. Au- 


u ee s. 
s. AUGUST. 


The ſufficiency of my merit, is, to knew that my merit 
ts net ſuffictent. | 


S. GREG. Mor. xxv. 
By how much the leſs man ſeeth himſelf, by ſo much tha 
Iii he diſpleaſeth 27 ; ul by bots the h more he 


feeth the light of grace, by ſo much the m:re he diſdaintth 
the light of nature, 


S. GRE G. Mor, 
The light o the under/landing, humility hindleth, and 


ride coveret 


Book II. 


EPIG. 1. 


Thou blow'ſt heav'n's fire, the whilſt thou go'ſt about, 

Rebellious fool, in vain, to blow it out:: 

Thy folly adds confuſion to thy death; 

Heav'n's fire confounds, when fann'd with folly's 
| [ breath, 
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HUGO de Anima, 


Till me, where be thoſe now, that ſo lately loved and 
hugged the world ? Nothing remaineth of them but duſt and 
worms : obſerve what thoſe men are; what thoſe men 
were : they were like thee ; they did eat, drink, laugh, 


and led merry days; and in a moment ſlipt into hell. 


Here, their fleſh is food for worms; there, their ſouls are 
fuel for fire, till they ſhall be rejoined in an ＋ 4 fel- 
lowſhip, and caſt into eternal torments ; where they that 
were once companions in ſin, ſhall be hereafter partners in 
puniſhment. 0s | 


SIS. 
Gripe, Cupid, and gripe fill, until that wind, 
That's pent before, find ſecret vent behind : 
And when th'aſt done, hark here, I tell thee what, 
Before I'll truft thy armfull, I'll truſt that. 


Volt. I. 


1 EMBLEM S. Book 11, 


III. 
J OB xviii. 8. 
He is caſt into a net by his own feet, and walketh upeg 
a ſnare. 


_ 


Hat ! nets and quiver too? what need there all 
Theſe fly. devices to betray poor men? 
Die they not faſt enough, when thouſands fall 
Before thy dart? what need theſe engines, then! 
Attend they not, and anſwer to thy call, 
Like nightly coveys, where thou lift and when? 
What needs a ſtratagem, where ſtrength can ſway? 
Or what needs ſtrength compel, where none gain- 
„ 90 87 17 PE 
Or what needs ſtratagem or ſtrength, where hearts 
Hufband thy fleights 2 it is but vain to waſte _ 
Honey on thoſe that will be catch'd with gall 
Thou canſt not, ah] thou canſt not bid fo faſt. 
As men obey: thou art more ſlow to call 
Than they to come ; thou canſt not make ſuch haſte 
To ftrike, as they, being ſtruck, make haſte to fall. 
Go ſave thy nets for that rebellious heart 
That ſcorns thy pow'r, and has obtain'd the art 


T'avoid thy flying ſhaft, to quench thy firy dart. 


4; 
Loſt mortal! how is thy deſtruction ſure, 
Be, ween two bawds, and both without remorſe ! 


The 
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. 
EC CL ES. iv. 8. | 


Vere is 0 (nd if all bis labour, neither i is his eye an ji 
461 K 1010 anden. 


\ HOW our widen'd ares can avcefiteick 
Their on dimenſions! Howour hands can reach 
Beyond. their, diſtance. How our yielding breaſt | 
Can ſhrink to be more full, and full poſſeſt 
Of this inferior orb]! How earth ane ge d 
Can eling to ſordid: earth! How kind to kind! 
We gape, we graſp, we gripe, add ſtore to ſtore; "Ivy 
Enough requires too much; too much craves more; 
We charge our ſquls ſo ſore beyond their ſtint, 
That we. recoil or burſt: the buſy mint 
Of our laborious thoughts is ever going, 
And coining new defires ; deſires not knowing 
Where next to pitch; but, like the boundleſs ocean; 
Gain, and gain ground, and grow more ſtrong by mo- 
The pale- face d lady of the black-ey'd light I tion. 
Firſt tips her horned brows with ealy light, 
W hoſe curious train of ſpangled nymphs attire 
| Her next night's glory with increaſing fire; 

Each ev'ning adds more luſtre, and adorns 
The growing beauty of her graſping horns: 
dhe ſucks and draws her brother's golden ſtore, 
Until her glutted orb can ſuck no more, 
Ev'n ſo the vulture of inſatiate minds 
Still wants, and wanting ſeeks, and ſeeking finds, 
New fuel to increaſe her rav'nous fire. 
The grave is ſooner cloy'd than men's deſire : 
We croſs the ſeas, and *midſt her waves we burn, 
1 ranſporting lives, perchance, that ne'er return; 


3 We 


bac EMBLEM 8. Boot II. 
We ſack, we ranſack to the utmoſt ſands 
Of native kingdoms, and of foreign lands; 
We travel ſea and ſoil, we pry, we prowl, 
We progreſs, and we prog from pole to pole; 
We ſpend our mid-day ſweat, our mid-night oil, 
We tire the night ifi thought, the day in toil : 
We make art ſervile, and the trade gentile 
(Yet both corrupted with ingenious guile), 
To compaſs earth, and, with her empty ſtore, 
To fill our arms, and graſp: one handfull more; 
Thus ſeeking reſt, our labours never ceaſe, 
But, as our years, our hot deſires increaſe ; 
Thus we, poor little worlds! with blood and ſweat, 
In vain attempt to comprehend the great : 
Thus, in our gain, become: we painful loſers ; 
And what's incloſed, incloſes the incloſers. 
Now, reader, cloſe thy book, and then adviſe; 
Be wiſely worldly, be not worldly wiſe; 
Let not thy nobler thoughts be always raking 
The world's baſe dunghill ; vermin's took by taking: 
Take heed thou truſt not the deceitfu] lap 
Of wanton Delilah; the world's a trap. 


1060 
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The one's a line, the other is a lure; Ek 
This, to intice thy ſoul ; that, to enforce : 
Way-laid by both, how canſt thou ſtand ſecure ? 
That draws ; this wooes thee to th'eternal curſe, 
O charming tyrant ! how haſt thou befool'd 
And 'ſlav'd poor man, that would not, if he could, 
Avoid thy line, thy Ture ; nay, could not, if he would 


4. 5 
Alas! thy ſweet perfidious voice betrays 
His wanton ears with thy Syrenian baits; 
Thou wrapp'ſt his eyes in miſts, then boldly lays 
Thy Lethal gins before their cryſtal gates; 
Thou lock'ſt up ev'ry ſenſe with thy falſe keys, 
All willing pris'ners to thy cloſe deceits : 


His ear moſt nimble, where it deaf ſhould be; ; 


His eye moſt blind, where moſt it ought to ſee; 
Aud when his heart's moſt bound, then thinks himſelf 
5 | [moſt free, 


1 
Thou grand impoſter ! how haſt thou obtain'd 
'The wardſhip of the world ! Are all men turn'd 
Ideots and lunatics? Are all retain'd 
Beneath thy ſervile bands? Is none return'd 
To his forgotten ſelf? Has none regained 
His ſenſes? Are their ſenſes all adjourn'd ? 
What, none diſmiſs'd thy court? Will no plump 
Bribe thy falſe fiſts to make a glad decree, [fee 
T'unfool whom thou haſt fool'd, and ſet thy pris'ners 
; 5 [free? 


F 2 S. BERN. 


— 


8 ee Book I}, 
S. BE RN. in Ser. 


In this world is much treachery, little truth; "RY all 
things are traps; here, every thing is beſet with ſnares , 
| here, fouls are endangered, bodies are affited ; here, all 

things are vanity and. vexation V ſpirt t. 


EPIG. z. ä 
Nay, Cupfd, pitch thy trammel where thou pleaſe. 
Thou canſt not t fail to take ſuch fiſh as theſe ; 


'Fhy thriving ſport will ne'er be ſpent: no need 
To fear, when ev'ry cork's a world, thou'lt ſpeed, 
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Book II. 


They ſhall be as the chaff that is driven with a whirl- 
. out of the * and as the Jmoke out of the 


chimney. 0 


Lint-hearted $toics, you, whoſe marble eyes 
Contemn a wrink'e, and whoſe ſouts deſpiſe” 
To follow nature's too affected faſhion, 
Or travel in the regent walk of paſſion ; 
Whoſe rigid hearts diſdain to ſhrink at fears, 
Or play at faſt and looſe, with ſmiles and tears; 
Come, burſt your ſpleens with laughter to behold 
A 1 vanity, which days of old 
Ne'er knew: à vanity, that has beſet 
The world, and made more ſlaves than Mahomet ; 
That has condemn'd us to the ſervile yoke 
Of flavery, and made us flaves to ſmoke. 
But ſtay, why tax I thus our modern times, 
For new-born follies, and for new-born crimes ? 
Are we ſole guilty, and the firſt age free? 
No, they were ſmok'd and flav'd as well as we: ¶ ſure, 
What's ſweet-lipt honor's blaſt but ſmoke? What's trea- 
But very ſmoke? And what more ſmoke than pleaſure? 
Alas | they're all but ſhadows, fumes, and blaſts; 
That vaniſhes, this fades, the other waſtes. 
The reſtleſs merchant, he that loves to ſteep» 
His brains in wealth, and lays his foul to fleep- 
In bags of bullion, ſees th' immortal crown, 


And fain would mount, but ingots keep him down: 


He brags to-day, perchance, and begs to-morrow : 
He leat. but now, wants credit now to borrow ; 


E Blow. 
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A ſlave to ſilver's but a flave to ſmoke. 


In looſe delights and ſports about the blaze 


The ſweet burnt-offering of a bleeding heart. 


Now, Stoic, ceaſe thy laughter, and repaſt 
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Blow winds, the treaſure's gone, the merchant's broke; 


Behold the glory-vying child of fame, 

That from deep wounds ſucks ſuch an honor'd name; 
That thinks no purchaſe worth the ſtyle of good, 
But what is. ſold for ſweat, and ſeal'd with blood; 
That for a point, a blaſt of empty breath, 
Undaunted gazes in the face of death; 

Whoſe dear-bought bubble, filPd with vain renown, 
Breaks with a filip, or a gen'ral's frown : | 

His ſtroke-got honor ſtaggers with a ſtroke ; 

A ſlave to honor is a flave to ſmoke. 


And that fond fool, who waſtes his idle days 


Of Cupid's candle ; he that daily ſpies 
Twin babies in his miſtreſs? Gemini's, 
W hereto his ſad devotion does impart. 


See, how his wings are ſindg'd in Cyprian fire, 

W hoſe flames conſume with youth, in age expfte: 
The world's a bubble; all the pleaſures in it, 
Like morning vapors, vaniſh in a minute: 
The vapors vaniſh, and the bubble's broke; 

A ſlave to pleaſure, is a ſlave to ſmoke. 


Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as faff,. 
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Quam. grave 8 


Non Omne quod hic micat Aurum eſt. 


What Theagures here do Mammon's Sons lehold / 
Ie, know, that all which libre ie not Goll. 


* 


| S8. HIER ON. 2 
That rich man is greats who thinketh not himſelf great 
becauſe he is rich © the proud man (who is the poor man) 
braggeth outwardly, but 
up, but not full. 


PET. KAV. 

Pexation and anguiſh accompany riches and hanor : the 
pomp of the world, and the favor of the people, are but 
ſmoke, and a blaſt ſuddenly vaniſhing * which if they eom- 
monly pleaſe, commonly bring repentance ; and, fer a mi- 
nue of jay, they bring an age of ſorrow. N 


Cupid, thy diet's ſtrange: it, dulls, it rouſes; 
It cools, it heats; it binds, and then it looſes: 

Dull-ſprightly- cold- hot fool, if e'er it winds thee: 
Into a looſeneſs once, take heed, it binds thee. 
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beggeth inwardly : he is blown. 


What well-adviſed ear 2 


68 EMBLEMS Bock IE 
v. 


Pa o v. xxl. 25. 


Mill thou ſet thine eyes upon that which is not ? for rich 


make + themſelves * „they flie away as an eagle. 


r 


F world, FEE? yſt: thou canſt not lend 


The ſeaft delight: 


Thy favours cannot. gain a friend, 


| They are fo ffi ight * 
'Thy morning pleaſures make an end . 

I oo pleaſe at night: 
Poor are the wants that thou ſupply'ſt: 
And yet thou vaunt'ſt, and yet thou vy 3 [ly N. 
With heav'n; fond earth, thou boaſt'ſt; falk world, thou 


Thy babbling ee tells golden tu 

f endleſs treaſure ; k- 
Thy bounty offers eaſy ſales 

Ol laſting pleaſure; 
Thou aſk'ſt the conſcience what ſhe ails, 
And ſwear'ft to eaſe her :- 

There's none can want where thou ſupply'ſt: 
There's none can give where thou deny ſt. 
Alas! fond world, . boalt'ſt; ; fleworld, thou y E 


- — 8 


What earth eats fay ? 


Thy words. are gold, but thy rewards. 


"Are painted _ 
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Thy cunning can but pack the cards, | 


Thou canſt not play : 
Thy game at weakeſt, ſtill thou vy'ſt“; 
Tf ſeen, and then revy'd, deny ſt; rly*&. 


Thy tinſel boſom ſeems a mint | 
Of new-coin'd treaſure ; 

A paradiſe, that has no ſtint, LD 

— ; Na change, no meaſure ; 

A painted caſk, but nothing in't, 
| Nor wealth, nor pleaſure : 

Vain earth ! that falſely thus comply'ſt 2 
With man; vain man, that thou rely'ſt Ily'ſt. 
On earth; vain man, thou doat'ſt; vain earth, thou 


% 


| | Z« 
What mean dull ſouls, in this high meaſure, 
| To haberdafh ; 


In earth's baſe wares, whoſe greateſt treaſure 
Is droſs and traſh; 
The height of whoſe inchanting pleaſure 
Is but a flaſh? 
Are theſe the goods that thou ſupply'ſt 
Us mortals with? Are theſe the high'ſt? 2 
Can theſe bring cordial peace? Falſe world, thou ly ſt, 


* , a word uſed at cards; i, e. to challenge, 


- 


Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt; falſe world, thou 
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fruitleſs labour, a perpetual fear, a dangerous honor: her 


* 


70 B MB L E M S. Boer 11. 


p E T. BLE s. 


The world is dbceitful her end is doubtful ; her con- 
cluſion horrible; her judge is terrible; and her puniſh. 
ment is intolerable. n 


8. AUGUST, Lib. Confeſſ. 
The vain glary of this world is a deceitful ſweetneſs, a 


beginning is without providence, and hgr end nat without 
repentance. | ; | | ; | 


: EM. 9 
World, thou'rt a traitor ; thou Raft ſtamp'd thy baſe 

And chymic metal with great Cæſar's face, 
And with thy baſtard bullion: thou haſt barter'd 


For wares of price; how juſtly drawn and quarter'd 
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Look not 
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8 
Jos vi. Zi. 


Let not 31 that is decei ved, truſt in vanity; for vanity 
ſhall be his recompence, 


— 


Elieve her not, her 25 attrules 8 
Falſe portraitures: thou cauſt eſpy 
No true reflection: ſhe abuſes 
Her. miſ- inform'd beholder's eye; 
Her cryſtal's falſely ſteel'd; it ſcatters _ | 
Deceitful beams ; deliexe her not, ſhe flatters, 


——_- 


This flaring mirror Sl. - { 
No right proportion, view, or feature : 
Her very looks are compliments; | 
They make thee fairer, goodlier, greater: : 
The ſkilful gloſs of her reflection 
| But paints the context of thy coarſe complexion, . . 


* Þ+. ” VS # N . 7 = % 
7 


were thy 3 . Aride, 3 
Nay, wert thou ſtature'd but a ſpan, 
Such as the, long-bill'd troops tefy'd, 
A very fragment of a man ! 
1 $he'l make thee Mimas, which por will, 
The Jove lain Tron, or 88 lone hall, 


412 
. 


Had furfeits” or th' ungracious ſtar, 
- Conſpir'd to make one common place 
Of all deformities that are 
Within the volume of thy face, 2 


»- 7 
29699 
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Appear the greateſt, are the leaſt of all; 


”2 EMBLEM 8. Boox It; 
She'd lend the favor ſhould outmove 5 
The Troy-bane Helen, or the Queen of Love. 


2 


Were thy conſume'd eſtate as poor 


As Laz'rus or afflicted Job's: 
She'll change thy wants to ſeeming ſtote, 
And turn thy rags to purple robes; 
She'll make thy hide-bound flank appeat 
As plump as theirs that feaſt it all the year, . 
FER +1. 
Look off, let not thy optics be 
Abus'd : thou ſeeſt not what thou ſhould'ft 
Thyſelf*s the object thou ſhould'ſt ſee, 
But 'tis thy ſhadow thou behold'ſt: 


And ſhadows thrive the more in ſtature, 
The nearer we approach the light of nature, 


Where heav*n's bright beams look more direct, 


The ſhadow ſhrinks as they grow ſtronger. 


But when they glance their fair aſpet, 


The bold-face'd ſhade grows larger, longer: 
And when their lamp begins to fall, 
TH' increafing ſhadows lengthen moſt of all. 


8. | 
The ſoul that ſeeks the noon of grace, 
Shrinks in ; but ſwells, if grace retreat; 


As Heav'n lifts up, or veils his face, 


Our ſelf-efteems grow leſs or great. 
The leaſt is greateſt; and who ſhall 


HUGO 
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- HUGO Lib. de Anima. 

In vain he lifteth up the eye of his heart to behold his 
Cod, who is not firſt rig bl adviſed to behold himſelf : 
firſt, thou muſt ſee the viſible things of thyſelf, before 44 
canſt be prepared to know the inviſible thi ings of God; 
or if thou canſi not apprehend the things within thee, 
thou canſt not comprehend the things above thee : the beſt 
Jeking-$19)s wherein to ſee thy God, is, perfectly to * 


Wh 


„„ 
Be not deceiv'd, great fool: there is no loſs 
In being ſmall ; great bulks but ſwell with droſs. 
Man is Heav'n's maſter-piece : if it appear 
More great, the * s leſs; if leſs, more © dear. | 


Vo. . „VV Pied 


| This furniſh'd ark preſents the greedy view 


74 E M B L E M 8. Boop l. 
5 VII. 
DEVTERONOMY XXX, 19. | 


T have ſet before thee life and death, bleſſing and curſing , 
therefore evi li ife, that thou and thy ſeed N live. 


I. 
HE world's a floor, whole ſwelling heaps retain 
The mingled wages of the ploughman's toil; 
'The world's a heap, whoſe yet unwinnow'd grain 
Is lodg'd with chaff, and bury'd in her ſoil: 
All things are mixt, the uſeful with the vain ; 

The good with bad, the noble with the vile: 
The world's an ark, wherein things pure and groſs 
Preſent their loſsfu] gain, and painful loſs, 

Where ev "ry dram of 01d contains a l of droſs, 


2. 


With all that earth can give, or Heav'n can add; 
Here laſting joys; here pleaſures hourly new, 
And hourly fading, may be wiſh'd and had: 
All points of honor, counterfeit and true, 
Salute thy ſoul, and wealth both good and bad: 
Here may'ſt thou open wide the two-leav'd door 
Of all thy wiſhes, -to receive that ſtore, 
Which, being empty moſt, does overflow the more. 


Come then, my ſoul, approach this royal burſe, 
And fee what wares our great exchange retains ; 

Come, come; here's that ſhall make a firm divorce 
Betwixt thy wants and thee, if want complains; 
| : No 
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F hat mugt be Har which evermere endtlurews . 


We peſsima, Hic optima ſervat 


Thus takes the Horst, and {hat the Best secures | 
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No need to ſit in council with thy purſe, pains: 

Here's nothing good ſhall coſt more price than 
But, O my ſoul, take heed; if thou rely 
Upon thy faithleſs opties, thou wilt buy 

Too blind a bargain: know, fools only trade by th'eye. 


Mi 
The,worldly wiſdom of the fooliſh man 
Is like a ſteve, that does alone retain. 
The groſſer ſubſtance of the worthleſs bran : 
But thou, my ſoul, let thy brave thoughts diſdain 
So coarſe a purchaſe ; O be thou a fan 5 
To purge the chaff, and keep the winnow'd grain: 


Make clean thy thoughts, and dreſs thy mixt de- 


e 
Thou art Heav'n's taſker; and thy God requires 
The pureſt of thy flour, as well as of thy fires, 


| ; | 5. 
Let grace conduct thee to the paths of peace, 
And wiſdom bleſs the ſoul's unblemiſh'd ways; 
No matter, then, how ſhort or long's the leaſe, 
Whoſe date determines thy ſelf number'd days: 
No need to care for wealth's or fame's increaſe, 
Nor Mars his palm, nor high Apollo's bays. 
Lord, if thy gracious bounty pleaſe to fill 
The floor of my deſires, and teach me ſkill 


To dreſs and chuſe the corn, take thoſe the chaff that 


will. 


76 EMBLEM S. Booz II. 
S. AUGUST. Lib. 1. de Doct. Chriſti, 


Temporal things more raviſh in the expectation, thay 
in fr uition : but things eternal, more in the — than 
ca e Fation, 


Ibidem. 


The life of man is the middle between angels and Beaſts : 
if man takes pleaſure in carnal things, he is compared ts 
bea/ts; but if he delight in ſpiritual things, he 1s ft nited 

. with angels, 


EFIG. 5. 


Art thou a child? Thou wilt not then de fed 
But like a child, and with the children's bread : 
But thou art fed with corn, or chaff undreſt ; 
My ſou}, thou. ſavour'ſt too much of the beaſt, 
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Hec animant Pue ros Cymbala; at illa Viros. 


If 01 his jleases Children 8 1 hat the Man enjave » 
d OOO Tin Wizdom to degnuve euch idle Toys. 


Foox II. E M B L E M s. 77 
VIII. 


PHIL IIA As iii. 19, 20. 


They mind earthly thing: but our converſation is in 
Heaven. 


Venus. Divine Curry. 


| | : „ | | laby * 
| Ven. Wat means this peeviſh babe? Whiſh, lul- 


Y What ails my babe, what ails my babe to 


Will nothing ſtill it? Will it neither be - (ery? 
Pleas'd with the nurſe's breaſt, nor mother's knee? 
What ails my bird? What moves my froward boy 
Fo make ſuch whimp'ring faces? Peace, my joy: 
Will nothing do ? Come, come, this peeviſh brat, 
Thus cry and brawl, and cannot tell for what? 
Come, buſs and friends, my lamb ; whiſh, lullaby, 
What ails my babe, what ails my babe to cry ? 
Peace, peace, my dear; alas | thy early years 

Had never faults to merit half theſe tears; 

Come, ſmile upon me: let thy mother ſpy 

Thy father's image in her baby's eye: 

Huſband theſe guilty drops againſt the rage 

Of harder fortunes, and the pripes of age; 

Thine eye's not ripe for tears: whiſh, lullaby; _ 
What ails my babe, my ſweet-face'd babe to cry ? 
Look, look, what's here! A dainty, golden thing : 
dee how the dancing bells turn. round and ring, 
To pleaſe my bantling ! Here's a knack will breed 
An hundred kiſſes: here's a knack indeed, 
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78 EMBLEMS. Boon I. 
, now my bird is white, and looks as fair 
As Pelop's ſhoulder, or a milk-white pair : 


Here's right the father's ſmile ; when Mars beguil'd 
Sick Venus of her heart, juſt thus he ſmile'd. 


Divine CvuPyin. 


Well may they ſmile alike ; thy baſe-bred boy 
And his baſe fire had both one cauſe, a toy: 
How well their ſubjeQs and their ſmiles agree 
Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mars found thee : 
Falſe queen of beauty, queen of falſe delights, 
Thy knee preſents an emblem, that invites 
Man to himſelf, whoſe ſelf-tranſported heart 
| (Oferwhelm'd with native ſorrows, and the ſmart 
Of purchas'd griefs) lies whining night and day, 
Not knowing why, till heavy-heel'd delay, 
The dull-brow'd pander of deſpair, lays by 
His leaden buſkins, and preſents his eye 
With antic trifles, which th' indulgent earth 
Makes proper objects of man's childiſh mirth. 
Theſe be the coin that paſs, the ſweets that pleaſe ; 
There's nothing good, there's nothing great but theſe: 
Theſe be the pipes that baſe-born minds dance after, 
And turn immod'rate tears to laviſh laughter; 
W hilft heay'nly raptures paſs without regard; 
Their ftrings are harſh, and their high ſtrains unheard: 

The ploughman's whiſtle, or the trivial flute, 
Find more reſpect than great Apollo's lute. 
We'll look to Heav'n, and truſt to higher joys: 
Let ſwine love huſks, and children whine for toys. 


S. BERN 


Book II. E M B L E M 8. 79 


S. BERN. | 
That is the true and chief joy, which is not conceived 
rom the creature, but received from the Creator; which 
(being once poſſeſt thereof) none can take from thee + where- 
to all pleaſure being compared is torment, all joy is grief, 
weet things are bitter, all glory is baſeneſs, and all de- 
kfable things are defpicable, gt 6 T3 an ty 


8. BERN. 


Joy, in a changeable ſubject, muſt neceſſarily change as 


the ſubjef changeth, 


3 EPIG. 8. 
Peace, childiſh Cupid, peace : thy finger'd eye 
But cries for what, in time, will make thee cry. 
But are thy peeviſh wranglings thus appeas'd ? 
Well may'ft thou cry, that art ſo poorly pleas'd. / 
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go EMBLEMS, Boon II. 


1. % 
- I 8AIAH-X. 3. 


What will 1 ye > in the day of your viſitation? to whom 

will ye flir for er and bee will ye leave your 
Elry? 5 

1. 


1 this that jolly God, whoſe Cyprian bow 
Has — ſo many flaming darts, 
And made ſo many wounded beauties 
Sadly perplex'd with whimp'ring * 5 
Is this that ſow'reign deity, that brings 
The ſlaviſh world in awe, and ſtin 
The — ſouls of ſwains, and ſtops the hearts 
[of kings ? 
| | 2. 
What Circzan charm, what Hecatzan ſpite 
Has thus abus'd the god of love? | 
Great Jove was vanquiſh'd by his greater might ; 
(And who is ſtronger-arm'd than Jove ?) 
Or has our luſtful god perform'd a rape, 
And (fearing Argus eyes) would *ſcape 
The view of jealous earth, in this prodigious ſhape ? 


Where be thoſe roſy checks, that lately ſcorn'd 
The malice of injurious fates ? 
Ah ! where's that pearl port-cullis * that adorn' F 
T hoſe dainty two-leav'd ruby gates? 
Where be thoſe killing eyes that ſo controll'd 
The world, and locks that did infold [gold ? 
Like knots of flaming wire, like curls of burniſh'd 


* Port-cullis (a term of fortification), i. e. a grate dropt down, to 
fop a gate · way. | 
3 | No, 
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Book II. E MB L E M s. or 


No, no, *twas neither Hecatzan ſpite, 

Nor charm below, nor pow'r above ; 
"Twas neither Circe's ſpell, nor Stygian ſprite, 

That thus transform'd our god of love; 

*T was owl-ey'd luſt (more potent far than they) 
Whoſe eyes and actions hate the day: 
Whom all the world dic. whom all the world 
[ obey. 


3 5. 
See, how tho ſites trumpet's dreadful blaſt 
Affrights ſtout Mars his trembling ſon ! 
See, v4. he ſtartles | how he Hands aghaſt, 
And ſcrambles from his melting throne ! 
Hark, how the direful hand of vengeance tears 
The fwelt ring clouds, whilſt heav'n appears 
A circle fire with flame, and centre'd with his fears 


5 6. 
This is that day, whoſe oft * bath worn 
Neglected tongues of prophets bare; 5 
The faithleſs ſubje& of the worldli: »: ſcorn, 
The ſum of men and angels pray'c . 
This, this the day, whoſe all-diſcerning light 
Ranſacks the lle cret dens of night 


And ſevers good from bad; true joys from falſe de- 
| [light. 


You grov'ling worldlings, you, whoſe wiſdom trades 
Where light ne'er ſhot his golden ray, 
That hide your actions in Cimmerian ſhades, 
How will your eyes endure this day ? 
Hills will be dead, ard mountains will not hear; 
| There be no caves, no corners there ] fear. 
Ta ſhade. your fouls from fire, to ſhield your hearts from 


HUGO. 


HUGO. 
O the extreme hathſomeneſs of fleſhly luſi, which not 


| . only effeminates the mind, but enerves the body; which 
| not only diſtaineth the ſcul, but diſguiſeth the perſon ! It 

is uſhered with finy and wantonneſs : it is accompanied 
| with filthineſs and unchanneſs ; and it ts followed with 
grief and repentance, 


" hp 


— 


What ! ſweet-face'd Cupid, have thy baſtard treaſure, 
Thy boaſted honors, and thy bold-face'd pleaſure, 


Perplex'd thee now ? I told thee long ago, 
To what they'd bring thee, fool: 7 wit, to woe, 


B. II. Emb. 1. 


— — 


Tinnit: mane eſt. 


Can Nothing then un thus farr Orb le found * 
Strike il and prove, — tes emp, ty ts Sound . 


„„ 
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Nan un 4,10. 


* 


Wes is tcl and void, ade 


1 
1. 


Gereon. ark, ſhe ſounds, there 'snothing there 


But noiſe to fill thy ear; 
Thy vain inquiry can at length but find 

A blaſt of murm'ring wind: 
151 is a caſk, that ſeems as full as fair, 

But merely tunn'd with air: 

F. 2 youth, £9 build thy hopes on better grounds: 

The ſoul that vainly*founds _ | 
Her joys upon, this world, but mls on empty ſounds, 


- 


She O empty: hark, ſhe ſounds: there s nothing in t, 
The ſpark-engend' ring flint | 
Shall ſooner melt, and hardeſt raunce * ſhall firſt 
| Diflalve, and quench thy thirſt ; 
Ere this falſe world ſhall ſtill thy ſtormy breaſt 
Wich ſmaoth-face'd calms of reſt, 
Thou may'ſt as well expect meridian light 
1 15 From ſhadesof bluc!:--nouth'd night, 
As 1 in this empty. world to find a full delight. 0 


* Ae, 3 i. e. a dry, mouldy cr; 24 of bread. | 


84 E MB L E MS. Bok, 


3. 

She's empty : hark, ſhe ſounds ; *tis void and vaſt; 

What if ſome flat ring blaſt 
Of flatuous honor ſhould perchance be there, 

And whiſper in thine ear ? 
It is ; but wind, and blows but where it liſt, 

And vaniſheth like miſt, 
Poor honor earth can give | What gen'rous mind 
. Would be fo baſe, to bind 

; Her heavy? n-bred ſoul a ſlave to ſerve a blaſt of wind? 


4. | 
She's empty : hark, ſhe ſounds : *tis but a ball 


For fools to play withal : 
The painted film but of a ſtronger bubble, 
That's line'd with ſilken trouble: 
It is a world; whoſe work and recreation 
Is vanity and vexation ; 
A hag, repair'd with vice-complexion'd paint, 
A queſt houſe of complaint: 
It is a faint, a fiend ; worſe fiend, when moſt a ſaint. 


| + bt / 
She's empty: hark, ſhe ſounds : 'tis vain and void, 
What's here to be enjoy'd 
But grief and ſickneſs, and large bills of ſorrow, 
Drawn now, and croſs'd to- morrow? 
Or what are men, but puffs of dying breath, 
Reviv'd with living death! J 
F ond lad, O build thy hopes on ſurer grounds 
Than what dull fleſh propounds : 


Truſt not this hollow world; ſhe s empty: hark, ſhe 
[ ſounds, 


Book II. E M B L E M S. 85 
S. CH RV. in Ep. ad Heb. 


Contemn riches, and thou ſbalt be rich; contemn glory, 
und thou ſhalt be glorious; contemn injuries, and thou ſhalt 
be a conqueror ; contemn reſt, and thou ſhalt gain reſt ; 
contemn earth, and thou ſhalt find heaven. 


HUGO Lib. de Vanit. Mundi. 


The world is a vanity, which affordeth neither beauty 


do the amorous, nor reward to the laborious, nor encou- 
ragement to the induſtrious, 


EPI G. 10. 


This houſe is to be lett for life or years; 

Her rent is ſorrow, and her income tears: 

Cupid, 't has long ſtood void; her bills make known, 
She muſt be dearly lett; or let alone. 


Vot. 1. | H . MAr rk. 


86 E M B IL E M S. Boon l. 


XI. 
MATTH. vii. 14. 


Narrow is the way that leadeth.unto i ife, and few there 
be that find it. 


Repoſt'rous fool, thou ſtroul'ſt ® amiſs ; 
Thou err'ſt; that's not the way, tis this. 

Thy hopes, inſtructed by thine eye, 

Make thee appear more near than I; 

My floor is not ſo flat, ſo fine, 

And has more obvious rubs than thine : 
*T'is true, my way is hard and ſtrait, 

And leads me through a thorny gate, 
Whoſe rankling pricks are ſharp and fell; 
The common way to heav'n's by hell. 
"Tis true, thy path is ſhort and fair, 

And free from rubs: Ab | fool, beware, 
The ſafeſt xoad's net always ev'n; 

The way to hell's a ſeeming heav'n, 
Think'ſt thou the crown of glory's had 
With idle eaſe, fond Cyprian lad? 
Think'ſt thou that mirth, and vain delights, 
High feed, and ſhadow-ſhort' ning nights, 
Soft knees, full bags and beds of down, 
Are proper prologues to a crown ? 
Or canſt thou hope to come and view, 
Like praſp'rous Cæſar, and Tubdue ? 

The bond-ſlave uſurer will trudge; 

In ſpite of gouts, will turn a drudge, 

And {ſerve his ſoul-condemning purſe, 

T' increaſe it with the widow's curſe ; 


* Troul'f3 ü 1. e. roll 4 ball. | | 
And 
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And ſhall the crown of glory ſtand 
Not worth the waving of an hand? 
The fleſhly wanton, to obtain 

His minute-luſt, will count it gain 

To loſe his freedom, his eſtate, 

Upon ſo dear, ſo ſweet a rate: 

Shall pleaſures thus be priz'd, and muſt. 
Heav'n's palm be cheaper than a luſt? 
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The true-bred ſpark, to hoife his name 11 
Upon the waxen wings of fame, 1 
W l fight undaunted in a flood - 144 
That's Tae with brackiſh drops and blood: 4 
And ſhall the promis'd crown of life Fo 
Be thought a toy, not worth a ſtrife ? 11 
An eaſy good brings eaſy gains; "yy 
But things of price are borght with pains, 1 
The pleaſing way is not the richt: 5 wa 
He that would conquer heav'n, muſt fight, {il 


H 2 8. HI E- 


li | 
| 88 EMBLEMS. Boon ll. 


8. HIER ON. in Ep. 


No labor is hard, no time is long, wherein the glory of 
eternity is the mark we level at. | | 


S. GREG. Lib. vl, Mor. 


The valour of a juſt man is, to conquer the fleſh, to con- 
tradict his fe 15 quench the delights Hh preſent 
life, to love and endure the miſeries of this world for the 
reward of a better, to contemn the flatteries of Proſperity, 
and inwardly to overcome the fears of adverſity, 


EPIG. 11. 


O Capid, if thy ſmoother way were right, 
I fſhould miſtruſt this crown were counterfeit, 


The way's not eaſy, where the prize is great; 
I hope no virtues, where I ſmell no ſweat, 
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In Cruce ſtat ſecurus Amor. 


Tis thus alone, Seeurrfy we frrorve ; 


White on the fei, Eau we revt our Love. 
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Book II. EMBLEMS, 89 


XII, 
GALAT. vi. 14. 
God forbid that I ſhould glory, ſave in phe cro d. 


AN nothing ſettle. Fr uncertain breaſt, 
8 And fix my rambling Jove * 1 
Can my affections find out nothing beſt, 
ut ſtill and ſtill remove? 
Has earth no mercy ? Will no ark of reſt 
Receive my reſtleſs dove? 
Is there no good, than which there's nothing high'r, 
To bleſs my full deſire 
With j Joys that never change; with joys that ner 


2. 
1 wanted wealth; ; and, at my dear requeſt; . 
| Earth lent a quick ſupply ; 
T wanted mitth, to charm my ſullen breaſt ; 
And who more briſk than 1 ? 
I nige fame, to glorify the reſt; 
My fame flew eagle. high: 
My joy not ſully ripe, but all decay'd, 
Wealth vaniſh'd like a ſhade; 
My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade. 


The world's an ocean, hurry'd to and fro 
With ev'ry blaſt of paſſion : 

Her luſtſull ſtreams, when cither ebb or flow, 
Are tides of man's vexation: 
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They alter daily, and they daily grow 


Loet count 'nance-gilding honor ceaſe to mY 


90 EMBLEMS. Boon l.. 
The worſe by alteration : 

The earth's a caſk full-tunn'd, yet wanting meaſure, 
Her precious. wine is pleaſure; 

Her yeſt * is honor O Puff; her lees are worldly trea- 


[ ſure, 
4. 
My truſt is in (uh croſs : let beauty flag 
Her looſe, her wanton ſail; 


In courtly terms, and vail ; 
Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wag 

Her baſe, though golden, tail; 
Falſe beauty's conqueſt is but real loſs, - 

And wealth but golden droſs; 
Beſt honor's but a blaſt : my truſt 1 is in the croſs, 


Ze 


| My truſt is in the croſs ; ; there lies my reſt : 


My faſt, my ſole delight: 

Let cold-mouth'd ez or the hot-mouth'd Eaſt, 
Blow till they burſt with ſpite ; 

Let earth and hell conſpire their worſt, their beſt, 
And join their twiſted might; 

Let ſhow'rs of thunderbolts dart round and wound me, 
And troops of fiends ſurround me, 

All this may well confront ; all this ſhall ne'er con- 

[found me. 


* Yeft, or yeaſt ; i. e. barm, uſed for fermentation of liquors. 


+ Lees, the ſettlement, or dregs at bottom. 


8. AUG. 


Boox II. E M B L E MS. 91 
S. AUGUST. 

Chriſt's croſs is the chriſt-croſs of all our happineſs ; it 
delivers us from all blindneſs of error, and enriches our 
darkneſs with light; it reftoreth the troubled ſoul to reſt ; 
it bringeth flrangers to God's acquaintance ; it maketh 
remote foreigners near neighbours ; it cutteth off diſcord ; 


concludeth a league of everlaſting peace; and is the biun- 
teous author of all good. 


1 S. BERN. in Ser. de Reſur. 


We find glory in the croſs ; to us that are ſaved, it is 
the power of God, and the fullneſs of all virtues, 


EPI 40-22. 


I follow'd reſt ; reft fled, and ſoon forſook me: 


TI ran from grief; grief ran, and overtook me. 
What ſhall I do? Leſt I be too much toft 
On worldly croſſes, Lord, let me be croſt. 


a 
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92 EMBLEMS. Bookll, 


XIII, 
PRO v. xxvi. 11. 


4. a dig returneth to his vomit, ſo a fool ue to 


bis folly. 


\ I am wounded | and my wounds do ſmart - 
Beyond my patience, or great Chiron's art ; 
I yield, I yield the day, the palm is thine ; [mine, 
Thy bow's more true, thy ſhaft's more fierce, than 
Hold, hold, O hold thy conqu'ring hand. W hat need 
To ſend more darts? the firſt has done the deed : 
Oft have we ſtruggled, when our equal arms 


Shot equal ſhafts, inflicted equal harms ; 
But this exceeds, and, with her flaming head, 
_ T wy-fork'd with death, has ſtruck my con ſcience dead. 


But muſt I die? ah me] if that were all, 
Then, then I'd ſtroke my bleeding wad. and call 
This dart a cordial, and with joy endure 
Theſe harſh ingredients, where my grief's my cure. 
But ſomething whiſpers in my dying ear, 
There is an After-day ; which day 1 fear, 

The ſlender debt to nature's quickly paid, 
Diſcharge'd perchance with greater eaſe than made ; 
But if that pale-face'd (erjeant make arreſt, 


Ten thouſand actions would (whereof the leaſt 


Is more than all this lower world can bail) 


Be enter'd, and condemn me to the jail 


Of Stygian darkneſs, bound in red-hot chains, 


And gripe'd with tortures worſe than Titian pains. 
Farewel my vain, farewel my looſe delights; 


Farewel my rambling days, my rev'ling nights; 
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B. I. Zr. „3. | 


Twas you betray'd me firſt; and when ye found 
My ſoul at vantage, gave my ſoul the wound: 
Farewel my bullion ® gods, whoſe ſov'reign looks 
So often catch'd me with their golden hooks : 

Go ſeek another ſlave ye all muſt go; 

I cannot ſerve my God and bullion too. 

Farewel falſe honor; you whoſe airy wings 

Did mount my ſoul above the thrones of kings ; 
Then flatter'd me, took pet, and, in diſdain, 


Nipt my green buds ; then kick'd me down again: | 


Farewel my bow ; farewel my Cyprian quiver ; 
Farewel dear world, farewel dear world for ever. 
O, but this moſt delicious world, how ſweet 
Her pleaſures reliſh | Ah ! how jump + they meet 
The graſping ſoul, and, with their ſprightly fire, 
Revive and raiſe, and rouſe the wrapt deſire |! 
For ever? O, to part ſo long I what, never 
Meet more ? another year, and then for ever : 
Too quick reſolves do reſolution wrong; 

What, part ſb ſoon, to be divorce'd ſo Ko 1 
Things to be done, are long to be debated; 
Heav'n is not day d. Repentance is not dated, 


* Bullion ; i. e. gold or filver in the maſs: put for riches, 
+ Jump ; i, e, fit, or tally with, 
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8. A GUST, lib. de Util. agen. Pan, 

Go up, my ſoul, inio the tribunal of thy conſcience :. there 
fet thy guilty ſelf before thy/elſ: bide not thyſelf behind 
thyfelf, left God bring thee forth before thyſelf, © 

8. AUGUST. in Solilog. 
In vain is that waſhing, where the next ſin deffleth he 


| hath ill repented, whoſe ſins are repeated : that ſtomach is 


the worſe for vomiting, that licketh up his vomit. 
ANSELM. 
God hath promiſed pardon to him that repenteth; but 
he hath net promiſed repentance 10 him that /nneth, 


Brain-wounded Cupid, had this haſty dart, 
As it has prick'd thy fancy, pierce'd thy heart, 
T had been thy friend: O how hath it deceiv'd thee ! 
For had this dart but kill'd, this dart had ſav'd thee, 
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Poſt lapfum forus afto. 
Er white 1 Fall, Trise g, to prove 
firm cm stand when ras i, by heavitr Love. 
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XIV. 


PR Ov. xxiv. 16. 


A juſt man falleth ſeven times, and riſetb again; but 
the wicked ſhall fail into mi W 


18 but a foil at beſt and that's the moſt | 
Your kill can boaſt : 1 
My ſlipp'ry footing fail'd me; and you tript 1 
y ſipp ry e pt, 
My wanton weakneſs did herſelf betray 
With too much play: 
I was too bold; de never yet ſtood he. 
That ſtands ſecure; 
Who ever truſted to his native ſtrength, 
hunt fell at length? 
The title s craz'd &; the tenure is not good, 
T hat claims by 7; evidence of fleſh and blood. 


2. 
Boaſt not thy ſkill ; 115 righteous man falls oft, 
Feet falls but ſoft: 
There may de dirt to mire him, but no ſtones 
To cruſh his bones: 
What if he ſtaggers? nay, put caſe he be 
Foil'd on his knee ? 
That very knee will bend to heav'n, and woo 
For mercy, too. 
The true-bred gameſter ups afreſh, and then 
Falls to't again; 
Whereas the leaden-hearted coward lies, 


And yields his conquer'd life, or craven'd + dies. 
* Craz'd; i. e. weak, + Craven'd; i, e. conquer'd, 


2 Boaſt 


F | * 


96 EMBLEMS. Door 11. 


3. 

Boaft not thy conqueſt; ; thou that ev Ty hour 
Fall'ſt ten times low'r ; 

| Nay, haft not power to riſe, if not, in caſe, 
To fall more baſe : 

Thou wallowꝰ'ſt, where I flip; and thou doſt tumble, 
Where | but ſtumble: 

Thou glory' i in thy ſlav'ry's dirty badges, 
And fall'ſt for wages : 

Sour grief and ſad repentance ſeours and clears 
My ftains with tears; 

Thy falling keeps thy falling ſtill in ure * 3 

But wnen I lip, I ſtand the more ſecure, 


wy 
Lord, what a nothing is this little ſpan, 
We call a MANI! = 
What fenny traſh maintains the ſmoth'ring fires 
| Of his deſires | | 
How flight and ſhort afe his reſolves at longeſt! 
How weak at ſtrongeſt ! 
O, if a ſinner, held by that faſt hand, 
Can hardly and ; 1 
Good God ! in what a deſp'rate caſe are they, 
That have no flay ! | 
Man's ſtate implies a neceſſary curſe:  F[worſe, 
When not bimſelf, he's mad; when moſt himſelf, he's 


* Urez 1 l, & vie; | 


Rook II. E M B L E M . 97 


S. AMB RO S. in Ser. ad Vincula. 


Peter flood more firmly after he had lamented his fall, 
than before he fell; inſomuch that he found more grace, 
than he loft grace. 1 AY 5 


8. CHRYS. in Ep. ad Heliod. Monach. 
It is no fuch heinous matter to fall afflicted, as, being 
down, to lie dejected. It is no danger for a ſoldier to re- 


ceive a wound in battle, but, after the wound received, 
through deſpair of recovery, to refuſe a remedy ; for we 


often ſee wounded champions wear the palm at laſt, and, 


after fight, crowned with victory. 


Hop 
Triumph not, Cupid, his miſchance doth ſhew 


Thy trade ; doth once, what thou doſt always do : : 


Brag not too ſoon ; has thy prevailing hand 


Foil'd him? ah fool, th' haſt taught him how to ſtanè. 


Vol. I. 5 1 1 Je. 
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we EMBLEMS 


Book H. 


Jn E R. xxxii. 40. 


1 * my fear in their hearts, that ty Jt or 


depart from me. 


O, nom the ſoul's ſublime' d her ſcur deſir 


Are recalcine'd ® in heav'n 
Thi beärt RIP and i 


n's well-temper'd 


rge'd from drofly aches, 


Now finds the freedom of a new-born creaturè: Ef 
It lives another life, it breathes new breath; 

It neither fears nor feels the ſting) of death: N 
Like as the idle vagrant {having none) I.E 


That boldly + 2 each hou 


ſe he views, his own; : 


Makes ev'ry pulſe his chequer ; and, at pleaſure, 


Walks forth, and taxes all the world, "like Cæſar; 


At length, by virtue of a juſt command, 

His ſides are lent to a Teverer hand; 

W hereon his paſs, not fully underſtood, 

Is taxed in Aubert bf blood; | OE 
Thus paſt from town to town; until he come 
A (ore repentant to his native home: — 
Ev'n ſo the rambling heart, that idly roves 

From crimes to fin, and uncontroul'd removes 
From luſt to luſt, when wanton fleſh invites 
From old worn pleaſures to new choice delights ; 


At length, corrected by the filial rod 


Of his offended, but his gracious God, 


And laſh'd from ſins to ſighs; 


and, by degrees, 


From fighs to vows, from vows to | bended knees ; ; 
From bended knees to a true penſive breaſt ; 
From thence to torments not by tongue expreſt ; 


| ® Recalcine'd : to calcine, is, with chymiſts, to burn to a cinder, 
+ "Doprs; i, e. adopts, or makes his own. 


T Chequer; i. e. exchequer, or'treaſury, 


s 


Returns ; 


Book II. E MB L EMS. - 99 
Returns; and (from his ſinful ſelf exil'd) | 
Finds a glad father, he a welcome child: 

O then it lives; O then it lives, involv'd 

In ſecret raptures ; pants to be diffoly'd : 

The royal off-ſpring of a ſecond birth, 

Sets ope* to heav'n, and ſhuts the 400 to earth: 

If love-fick Jove commanded clouds fhould hap 

To rain ſuch ſhow'rs as quicken'd Danae's lap: 

Or dogs (far kinder than their purple maſter) 


Should lick his ſores; he laughs, nor weeps the fafter. 


If earth (heav'n's rival) dart her idle ray 
To beav n, tis Wax, — and to the world, tis clay: 
If earth preſent delights, it fcorns to draw; 
But, like the jet * unrubb'd, diſdains that Riraw. 
No hope deceiyes it, and no doubt divides it; 
No grief diſturbs it, and no erxor guides it; 

58 good contemns it, and no virtue blames it; 
uilt condemns it, and no folly ſhames it; 
No oth beſots it, and no Juſt enthralls it; 

No ſcorn afflits it, and no paſſjion galls it: 

It is a cark'net + of immortal life; 

An ark of peace ; the liſts of :{acred: ſtrife; 

A purer piece of endleſs tranſitory; 
A ſhrine of grace, 2 little throne © 

A heavin' horn off-ſpring of a new-born birth; 
An earthly heav'n; an ounce of heav'nly — 4 


© Jet; i. e. black amber: which, rubb'd, has an attractive quality. 
+ A car net; i. e. a necklace, 
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100 E MB L EMS. Boon Il. 


S. AUG. de Spir. & Anima. 


O happy heart, where piety -affefteth, where bumility 
fubjefteth, where, repentance corretteth, where obedience 
diretteth, where per ſeverance perfefteth, where power pro. 
* where devition prejectetb, where charity connec- 
tet h. of; | | 


Rs 8. GREG. 
Which way - foaever the heart turneth itſelf (if care- 
fully), it ſhall commonly obſerve, that in thoſe very things 
we loſe God, in thoſe very things we ſhall find God: it 
ſhall find the heat of his power, in the conſideration of 


thoſe things, in the love of which things he way moſt cold; 
and by what things it fell, perverted, by thefe things it is 


raiſed, converted. 


My heart;! But wherefore'do I call thee ſo? + 
have renounce'd;my int'reſt long ago; |: 
When thou wert falſe and fleſhly, I was'thine;. 
Mine wert thou never, till thou wert not mine. 
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Book III. EMBLEMS, 90 
e 
T H IRD B Oo. O K. 
THE ENTERTAINMENT: 


LL you, whoſe better tho _ are Win born, 
And (rebaptize'd with fire) can-fcorn 

The world's bafe traſh, whoſe tas diſdain to bear 

Th' imperious yoke of gatang whoſe chaſte ear 

No wanton ſongs of fyrens can ſurpriſe 

With falſe delight; whoſe — 

Can view the glorious flames of gold, a N. 

On glitt' ring beams of honor, aud not 1525 ., 

Whoſe fouls can ſpurn at pleaſure, and deny 

The looſe ſuggeſtions of the fleſh draw nigh. 

And you, whole am'rous, whoſe feet deſires, 
Would feel the warmtn of thoſe tranſcendent fires, 
Which (lite the riſing ſun) put out the light 
Of Venus“ ſtar, and turn her day ie might; 
You that would love, and have your batten, Word 
With greater 'happinefs than can he d 
In your own withes z you that would affect 
Where neither ſcorn, nor. guile, nor diſreſpect 
Shall wound your tortur'd ſouls; that would enjoy, 
Where neither want can pinch, nor fullneſs cloy, 
Nor double doubt afflicts, nor baſer fear 
Unflames your courage In purſuit ; draw near, 
Shake hands + with earth, and let your ſoul reſpect 
Her joys no further, than her joys reflect 


* Daze; i. e. be . 
J Shake bands with ; i. e. take leave of. 
. 13 Upon 


102 EMB L E M S. Book III. 


Upon her Maker's glory; if thou ſwim 

In wealth, ſee Him in all; ſee all in Him: 

Sink'ſt thou in want, and is thy ſmall cruſe ſpent? 

See Him in want: enjoy Him in content: 

Conceiv'ſt Him lodg'd in croſs, or loſt in pain? 

In pray'r and patience find Him out again: 

Make Heav'n thy miſtreſs ; let no change remove 

Thy loyal heart, be fond, be ſick of love: 

What, if he ſtop his ear, or knit his brow : 

At length he'll be as fond, as ſick as thou: 

Dart up thy ſoul in groans ; thy ſecret groan 

Shall pierce his ear, ſhall pierce his ear alone: 

Dart up thy ſoul in vows : thy ſacred vow 

Shall find Him out, where Heav'n alone ſhall know: 

Dart up thy foul in fighs: thy whiſp'ring ſigh 

Shall rouſe his ears, and fear no liſt'ner nigh ; thou. 

There's none, there's none ſhall know but Heav'n and 

Groans freſh'd.with vows, and vows made ſalt with 

Uaſcale his eyes, and ſcale his conquer'd ears: [ tears, 

Shoot up the boſom-ſhafts of thy defire, 

Feather d with faith, and double-fork'd with fire; 
And they will hit: fear not, where Heav'n bids come, 

Heav'n's. geyer deaf, but when man's heart is dumb. 
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Book INT, EMBLEMS. 103 
1. | 


ISAIAH xxvi. 9. 
My foul hath deſired thee in the night, 


00D God! what horrid darkneſs doth ſurround 
My groping ſou] ! how are my ſenſes bound 

In utter ſhades, and, muffled from the light, 
| Lurk in the boſom of eternal night 

The bold-face'd lamp of heav'n can ſet and rife, 
And, with his morning glory, fill the eyes 
Of gazing mortals; his victorious ray 
Can chaſe the ſhadows, and reſtore the day: 
Night's baſhful empreſs, though ſhe often wane, 
As oft repents her darkneſs, primes again; 
And, with her circling horns, doth re-embrace 
Her brother's wealth, and orbs her ſilver face. 

But ah ! my ſun, deep-ſwallow'd in his fall, 

Is ſet, and cannot ſhine, nor riſe at all: 
My bankrupt wane can beg nor borrow light ; 
Alas! my darkneſs is perpetual night, 
Falls have their riſings, wanings have their primes, 
And deſp'rate ſorrows wait their better times: 

Ebbs have their floods, and autumns have their ſprings; 
All ſtates have changes, hurry'd with the ſwings 
Of chance and time, {till tiding to and fro: 
Terreſtrial bodies, and celeſtial too. 

How often have I vainly grope'd about, 

With lengthen'd arms, to find a paſſage out, 
That I might catch thoſe beams mine eye deſires, 
And bathe my foul in thoſe celeſtial fires |! 
Like as the hagard *, cloiſter'd in her mew +, 
To fcour her downy robes, and to renew 

' » Hapard; i. e. a wild hawk, 

I Mero; i. e. coop, or cage. 
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Her 
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Book III. E M B L E MS. 2 103 


I. 4 


* 


ISAIAH xxvi. 9. n 
My foul hath defired thee in the night. © 


OOD God! what horrid darkneſs doth ſurround 
My groping foul ! how are my ſenſes bound 
In utter ſhades, and, muffled from the light, R 
Lurk in the boſom of eternal night! *1 
The bold-face'd lamp of heav'n can ſet and rife, 
And, with his morning glory, fill the eyes 
Of gazing mortals; his victorious ray 
Can chaſe the ſhadows, and reſtore the day : 
Night's baſhful empreſs, though ſhe often wane, 
As oft repents her darknefs, primes again; 
And, with her circling horns, doth re-embrace 
Her brother's wealth, and orbs her ſilver face. | 
But ah ! my ſun, deep-ſwallow'd in his fall, | 
Is ſet, and cannot fhine, nor rife at all: | 
My bankrupt wane can beg nor borrow light ; 
Alas ! my darkneſs is perpetual night. _ 1 | 
Falls have their riſings, wanings have their primes, | 
And defp'rate ſorrows wait their better times: 
Ebbs have their floods, and autumns have their ſprings; | 
All ſtates have changes, hurry'd with the ſwings N 
Of chance and time, ſtill tiding to and fro: — i 
Terreſtrial bodies, and celeſtial too. | 
How often have I vainly grope'd about, [ 
With lengthen'd arms, to find a paſſage out, | 
That I might catch thoſe beams mine eye deſires, 
And bathe my foul in thoſe celeſtial fires ! 
Like as the hagard *, cloiſter'd in her mew 4, 
To ſcour her downy robes, and to renew | 
Hagard; i. e. a wild hawk, [ 
+ Mew; i, e. coop, or cage, { 
Her 


LY 
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Her broken flags *, preparing t' overlook 

The tim'rous mallard +-at the ſliding brook,” 

2 oft from perch to perch, from ſtock || to ground; 
rom ground to window; thus ſurveying round 

Her dove-befeather'd priſon, till at lengt 

(Calling her noble birth to mind, and ſtrength 

W hereto her wing was born) her ragged beak 

Nips off her jangling jeſſas **, ſtrives to break 

Her jingling fatters, and begins to bate 9 

At ev'ry glimpſe, and darts at ev'ry grate : 

Ev*n ſo my weary ſoul, that long has been 

An inmate in this tenement of ſin, 

Lock'd up by cloud-brow'd error, which invites 

My cloiſter'd thaughts to feed on black delights, 

Now ſcorns her ſhadows, and begins to dart 

Her wing's deſires at thee, that only art 

The ſun ſhe ſeeks, whoſe rifing beams can fright 

Theſe duſky clouds that make ſo dark a night: 

Shine forth, great glory, ſhine; that J may ſee 

Both how to loath myſelf, and honor thee: 

But if my weakneſs force thee to deny 

Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye: 

If 1 muſt want thoſe beams I wiſh, yet grant 

That I, at. leaft, 'may wiſh thoſe beams I want. 


* Flags; i. e. wing-feathers, 

+ Mallard; i. e. drake (water - owl). 

I Felt; i. 0 7 | 
Sock; i. e. perch _ . 
** Jeſſes; i. e. leather thongs. that tied on the bells. 
& Bate; i. e. flutter her wings. 

¶ Grate; i. e. lattice, 


The above are all terms in falcenryÿe 


* 


Boox III. EMB L EMS. 105 
S. AUGUST, Soliloq. Cap. 33. 


There was a great dark cloud of vanity before mine 
eyes, fo that I could not ſee the Sun of Fuſtice, and the 
Light of Truth : I, being the ſon of darkneſs, was in- 
volved in darkneſs, becauſe I kneuy-not thy light : I was 
blind, and loved my blin:'neſs, and did walk from dark- 
neſs to darkneſs : but, Lord, thou art my God, who haſl 
led me from darkneſs, and the ſhadow of death; haft 
called me into this glorious light, and behold, T ſee. 


15 . 
My ſoul, chear up; what if the night be long, 
Heav'n finds an ear, when ſinners find a tongue; 


Thy tears are morning ſhow'rs: Heav'n bids me ſay, 
When Peter's cock begins to crow, 'tis day, | 


106 E M B IL. E MS. Book Ill, 


II. 


PSALM Ixix. 5. 


O Lord, thou knoweſt my fooliſhneſs, and my fins are 104 
| hid from thee, | 


EES T thou this fulſome ideot? in what meaſure 
He ſeems tranſported with the antic pleaſure 
Of childiſh bawbles ? Canſt thou but admire 

The empty fullneſs of his vain deſire? 
Canſt thou conceive ſuch poor delights as theſe 
Can fill th” inſatiate foul of man, or pleaſe 

The fond aſpect of his deluded eye ? | 
Reader, ſuch very fools are thou and I: 

Falſe puffs of honour ; the deceitful ſtreams 

Of wealth; the idle, vain, and empty dreams 

Of pleaſure, are our traffick, and enſnare 

Our ſouls, the threefold ſubject of our care; 

We toil for traſh, we barter ſolid joys 

For airy trifles, ſell our heav'n for toys: 

We catch at barley-grains, whilſt pearls ſtand by 
Deſpis'd ; ſuch very fools are thou and J. 
Aim'ſt thou at honor? does not th; ideot ſhake it 
In his left hand ? fond man, ftep forth and take it : 
Or would'| thou wealth? ſee now the fool preſents thee 
With a full baſket, if ſuch wealth contents thee : 
Would'ſ thou take pleaſure ? If the fool unſtride 
His prancing ſtallion, thou may'ſt up and ride: 
Fond man, buch is the pleaſure, wealth, and honor 
The earth affords ſuch fools as doat upon her: 
Such is the game whereat earth's ideots fly; 
Such ideots, ah ! ſuch fools, are thou and I. 


=. 


— 
— — — 
—— —— 


— — — 


3 
— 1 


— 


e- 
* 2 
7 1147 


. 

1 
726 

— 8 


— 


„„ 


Book III. EM B L E MS. 107 


Had rebel man's fool-hardineſs extended 

No farther than himſelf, and there had ended, 

jt had been juſt ; but, thus enrage'd, to fly 

Upon th' eternal eyes of Majeſty, 

And drag the Son of Glory from the breaſt 

Of his indulgent Father ; gh arreſt 

His great and ſacred perſon; in diſgrace 

To Hit and ſpawl upon his ſun- bright face; 

To taunt him with baſe terms, and, being bound, 
To ſcourge his ſoft, his trembling ſides; to wound 
His head with thorns; his heart with human fears; 
His hands with nails, and his pale flank with {pears ; ; 
And then to paddle in the purer ſtream 

Of his ſpilt blood, is more than moſt extreme ; 
Great Builder of mankind, canſt thou propound 
All this to thy bright eyes, and not confound 

Thy handy Work O ! canſt thou chuſe but ſee, 
Thac made ft the eye? can aught be hid from thee ? 
Thou ſeeſt our perſons, Lord, and not our guilt ; 
Thou ſeeſt not what thou may'R, but what thou wilt: 
The hand that form'd us is inforce'd to be 

A ſcreen ſet up betwixt thy work and thee : 

Look, look upon that hand, and thou ſhalt ſpy 

An open wound, a thor” ohfare for thine eye 

Or if that wound be clos'd, that paſſage be 

Deny'd between thy gracious eye and me, 

Yet view the ſcar ; that ſcar will countermand 
Thy wrath: O read my fortune in thy hand. 


S. CHRYS. 
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S. CHR VS. Hom. iv. Joan. 


Fools ſeem to abound in wealth, when they want all 
things; they ſeem to enjoy happine/s, when indeed they are 
only moſt miſerable : neither do they underſtand that they 
* deluded by their fancy, till they be delivered from their 


Book III. 


8. GREG. in Mor. 
By fo much the more are we inwardly fookſh, by how 
much we ſtrive to ſeem outwardly wiſe, _ 


090% 04% EIDEWS 1} 
Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done? 
Controul'd thy God, and crucify'd his Son! 
How ſweetly © the Lord of Life deceiv'd thee ! 
Thou ſhedd'f his blood, and that ſhed blood * os 
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II. 


PS ALM vi. 2. 


Have mercy, Lord, upon me, for I am weak; O Lord, 
heal me, for my bones are vexed, 


Sour. JESus. 


Soul. & H! Son of David, help. 76% What ſinful cry 


Implores the Son of David? Soul. It is J. 
Fe/. Who art thou? Soul. Oh ! a deeply-wounded 
That's heavy laden, and would fain have reſt, [breaſt 
Fieſ. 1 have no ſcraps, and dogs mult not be fed, 
Like houſhold children, with the children's bread. 
Soul. True, Lord; yet tolerate a hungry whelp 
Ta lick their crumbs: O Son of David, help. 
Feſ. Poor ſoul, what ail'ſt thou ? Sul. O I burn, I 
I cannot reſt ; I know not where to fly, [ fry, 
To find ſome eaſe; I turn my blubber'd face 
From man to man; I roll from place to plaae, 
T' avoid my tortures, to obtain relief, 2 
But ſtill am dogg'd and haunted with my grief: 
My midnight torments call the fluggith light, 
AnJ, when the morning's come, they woo the night. 
Soul. Quench, quench my flames, and *{wage thoſe 
[ ſcorching fires. 
Jeſ. Canſt thou believe my hand can cure thy grief? 
Soul, Lord, I believe ; Lord, help my unbelief. 
Jeſ. Hold forth thine arm, and let my fingers try 
Thy pulſe : where, chiefly, doth thy torment lie? 
Soul. From head to foot; it reigns in ev'ry part, 
But plays the felf-law'd tyrant in my heart, 


Yor. I. K Tefe 
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Jeſ. Canſt thou digeſt, canſt reliſh wholſome food! 
How ſtands thy taſte ? Soul, To nothing that is good, 
All ſinful al; and earth's unſav'ry ſtuff, 

I can digeſt and reliſh well enough. 
'Ze/us. Is not thy blood as cold as hot, by turns: 
Soul, Cold to what's good; to what is bad, it burns, 
Jeſ. How old's thy grief? Soul. I took it at the fall, 
With eating fruit. 7%. Tis epidemical : 
Thy blood's infected, and th' infection ſprung 
From a bad liver : *tis a fever ſtrong 
And full of death, unlefs, with preſent ſpeed, 
A vein be open'd : thou muſt die, or bleed. 

Soul. O am faint and ſpent : that lance that ſhall 
Let forth my blood, lets forth my life withal : 

My ſoul wants cordials, and has greater need 
Of blood, than (being ſpent ſo far) to bleed: 


1 faint already; if I bleed, I die. 


Jeſ. Tis either you muſt bleed, fick ſoul, or I: 
My blood's a cordial. He that ſucks my veins, 
Shall cleanſe his own, and conquer greater pains 
Than theſe : chear up ; this precious blood of mine 
Shall cure thy grief; my heart ſhall bleed for thine. 
Believe, and view me with a faithful eye, 

Iny foul ſhall neither languiſh, bleed, nor die, 


8. Ab- 


Book III. E M B L EMS. Lit 


S AU GUS T. lib; x. Confeſl. 


Lord, be merciful unto me] Ah me ! behold, I hide not 
my wounds : Thou art a Phyfict wan, and I am 8 ck ; thou 
art merciful, and 4 am miſerable, | 


S. GREG. in Paſtoral. 


O wiſdom, with how ſweet an art do thy wine and 
al reſtore health to my healthleſs ſoul! How powerfully 
merciful, how mercifully powerful art thou ! Power ful 
for me, merciful to me ! 


EFIG.: 3. 


Canſt thou be ſick, and ſuch a doctor by 2 

Thou canſt not live, unleſs. thy Doctor die 
Strange kind of grief, that finda no med'cine good 
To 'ſwage her Pains, but * Phylician' $ * ! 
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IV, 
PSALM xxv. 13; 


Too upon my affliction and my pain, and forgive all 
my fins. 


OTH work and ftrokes ? both lafh and labor too? 
D What more could Edom or proud Aſhur do? 
Stripes after ſtripes ; and blows ſucceeding blows ! 
Lord, has thy ſcourge no mercy, and my woes» 
No end? my pains no eaſe ? no intermiſſion ? 
Is this the ſtate, is this the ſad condition 
Of thoſe that truſt thee ; will thy goodneſs pleaſe 
T” allow no other favors ? none but theſe? 
Will not the rhet'ric of my torments move? 
Are theſe the ſymptoms, theſe the ſigns of love? 
Is't not enough, enough that I fulfill _ 
The toilſome taſk of thy laborious WII? 
May not this labor expiate and purge 
My ſin, without th' addition of a ſcourge ? 
Look on my cloudy brow, how faſt it rains 
Sad ſhow'rs of ſweat, the fruits of fruitleſs pains : 
Behold theſe ridges, ſee what purple furrows 
Thy plough has made; O think upon thoſe ſorrows 
That once were thine; O wilt thou not be woo'd 
To mercy by the charms of ſweat and blood? 
Canſt thou forget that drowſy mount wherein 
Thy dull diſciples flept ? was not my fin 
There puniſh'd in thy ſoul? Did not this brow 
Then ſweat in thine ? were not thoſe drops enow ? 
Remember Golgotha, where that ſpring-tide 
O'erflow'd thy ſov'reign, ſacramental fide ; 
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There was no ſin, there was no guilt in thee, [me. 
That caus'd thoſe pains; thou ſweat*ſt, thou bled'it for. 
Was there not blood enough, when one fmall drop 
Had pow'r to ranſom thoufand worlds, and ſtop 

The mouth of juſtice ? Lord, I bled before 

In thy deep wounds; can juſtice challenge more!? 
Or doſt thou vainly labor to hedge in 

Thy loſſes from my fides ? my blood is thin, 

And thy free bounty ſcorns ſuch eafy thrift ; 

No, no, thy blood came not as loan, but gift. 

But muſt I ever grind ? and muſt I earn 

Nothing but ſtripes? O wilt thou diſaltern * 

The reſt thou gav'ſt ? haſt thou perus'd the curſe 
Thou laid'ſt on Adam's fall, and mada it worſe ? 
Canſt thou repent of mercy ? Heav'n thought good 


Loft man ſhould feed in ſweat z not work in blood: 


Why doſt thou wound th' already wounded breaſt? 
Ah me my life is but a pain at beſt : | 
am but dying duſt : my day's a ſpan; 
What pleaſure take'ſt thou in the. blood of man? 
Spare, ſpare thy ſcourge, and be not ſo auſtere: 
Send fewer ſtrokes, or lend maze ſtrength to bear. 


* Diſaltern ; 1, e: ſet aſide the alternate changes of /ripes and ven. 
dommon to man. 
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S. BE RN. Hom, Ixxxi. in Cant. 


Miſerable man ! Who ſhall deliver me from the re. 
proach of this ſhameful bondage? I am a miſerable man, 
but a free man; free, becauſe a man; miſerable, becauſe 
a ſervant : in regard of my bondage, miſerable ; in regard 
of my will, inexcuſeable : for my will, that was free, be- 
/laved itſelf to fm, by afſenting to ſin; for he that commits 
teth ſin, is the ſervant to ſin. ; 


DE + PIG. 4 

Tax not thy God : thine own defaults did urge 
This twofold puniſhment ; the mill, the ſeourge. 
Thy fin's the author of thy felf-tormenting : 

Thou grind'ſt for finning ; ſcourg'd for not repenting. 
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V. 
J *. „ 
Remember, I befeech thee, that thou haſt made me as the 
clay, and wilt thou bring me into duſt again? 


HUS from the boſom of the new-made earth 

Poor man was delv*d *, and had his unborn birth; 
The ſame the ſtuff, the ſelf-ſame hand doth trim 
The plant that fades, the beaſt that dies, and him : 
One was their fire, one was their common mother, 
Plants are his fiſters, and the beaſt his brother, 
The elder too; beaſts draw the ſelf-fame breath, 
Wax old alike, and die the ſelf-ſame death: 
Plants grow as he, with fairer robes array'd ; 
Alike they flouriſh, and alike they fade: 
The beaſt in ſenſe exceeds him, and, in growth, 
The three- age'd oak doth thrice exceed them both. 
Why look'ſt thou then fo big, thou little ſpan 
Of earth? what art thou more in being man: 
I t, but my great Creator did inſpire 
My choſen earth with the diviner fire 
Of reaſon ; gave me judgment and a will; 
That, to know good; this, to chuſe good from ill: 
He put the reins of pow'r in my free hand, 
A juriſdiction over fea and fand; 
He gave me art to lengthen out my ſpan 
Of life, —and made me all, in being man: 
It, but thy paſſion has committed treaſon 
Againſt the facred perſon of thy reaſon : 
'Thy judgment is corrupt, perverſe thy wul ; 


That knows no good, and this makes choice of ill: 


* Delu'd; . e. dug. 
7 Tz 1 E Aye. 
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The greater height ſends down the deeper fall 
And good decline'd turns bad, turns worſt of all, 
Say then, proud inch of living earth, what can 
Thy greatneſs claim the more in being man? 
O but my ſoul tranſcends the pitch of nature, 
Borne up by th” image of her high Creator; 
Outbraves the life of reaſon, and bears down 
Her waxen wings, kicks off her braſen crown.. 
My heart's a living temple, t' entertain 
The King of glory, and his glorious train : 
How can I mend my title, then? where can: 
Ambition find a higher ſtyle than man ? 
Ahl but that image is deface'd and foil'd ;. 
Her temple's raze'd, her altars all defile'd ;. 
Her veſſels are polluted and diſtain'd 
With loathed luſt, her ornaments profane'd ;. 
Her oil-forſaken lamps and hallow'd tapers 
Put out; her incenſe breathes unſav'ry vapors : 
Why ſwell'it thou then ſo big, thou little ſpan. 
Of earth? what art thou more in being man? 
Eternal Potter, whoſe bleſt hands did lay 
My coarſe foundation from a ſod of clay,. 
Thou know'ſt my ſlender veſſels apt to leak ; 
Thou know'ſt, my brittle temper's prone to break :- 
Are my bones braſil, or my fleſh of oak? 
O mend what thou haſt made, what I have broke: 
Look, look with gentle eyes, and, in thy day 
Of vengeance, Lord, remember I am clay. 


K A U- 
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S. AUGUST, Soliloq. xxxii. 


Shall I aſe, who made me? It was thou that made/? 
me, without whom nothing was made : Thou art my 
maker, and I thy work. I thank thee, my Lord God, ' 
by whom I live, and by whom all things ſubſiſt, becaufe 
thou madeſi me I thank thee, O my Potter, becauſe thy 
hands have made me, becauſe thy hands have formed me, 


EPIG. 5. 


Why ſwell'ſt thou, man, puft up with fame and purfe? | 
Th' art better earth, but born to dig the worſe: 
Thou came'ſt from earth, to earth thou muſt return; 

And art but garth, caſt from the womb to th* urn, 


Jos 


ars EMBLEMS, Bocx In. 


VI. 
Jos vii. 20. 
I hawe ſinned: what ſhall T do unto thee, O thou pre. 


ferver of men © I hy dofi thou ſet me as a mark againſi 
2 3 


T ORD, I have done; and, Lord, I have mifdone, 
Tis folly to conteſt, to ſtrive with one 
That is too ftrong ; *tis folly to aſſail 

Or prove an arm that will, that muſt, prevail. 

I've done, I'vedone; theſe trembling hands have thrown 
Their daring weapons down: the day's thine own: 
Forbear to ſtrike, where thou haſt won the field; 
The palm, the palm is thine : I yield, I yield. 
Theſe treach'rous hands, that were ſo vainly bold 
To try a thriveleſs * combat, and to hold 
Self-wounding weapons up, are now extended 
For mercy from thy hand ; that knee, that bended 
Upon her guardleſs guard , doth now repent 
Upon this naked floor ; ſee both are bent, 

And ſue for pity : O my ragged wound 

Is deep and deſp' rate, it is drench'd and drown 
In blood and briny tears: it doth begin 
To ſtink without, and putrify within, 

Let that victorious hand, that now appears 
uſt in my blood, prove gracious to my tears: 
hou great preſerver of preſumptuous man, 

What ſhall I do? What ſatis faction can 

Poor duſt and aſhes make? O if that blood, 

That yet remains unſhed, were half as govd 


* Thriveleſs; i. e. unſucceſsful, 
r A term in fencing, 
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As blood of oxen, if my death might be 

An off' ring to atone my God and me, 

would diſdain injurious life, and ſtand 

A ſuitor to be wounded from thy hand. 

But may thy wrongs be meaſure'd by the ſpan 

Of life, or Ae with the blood of man? 

No, no, eternal ſin expects for guerdon *, 

Eternal penance, or eternal pardon: | 

Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away, 

And pardon him that hath no price to pay ; 

Enlarge that ſoul, which baſe preſumption binds ; 
Thy juſtice cannot looſe what mercy finds; 

O thou that wilt not bruiſe the broken reed, 
Rub not my ſores, nor prick the wounds that bleed. 
Lord, if thy peeviſh infant fights and flies, 

With unpare'd weapons, at his mother's eyes, 

Her frowas (half mix'd with ſmiles) may chance to 
An angry love-tick on his arm, or ſo; [ ſhew 
Where, if the babe but make a lip and cry, 

Her heart begins to melt, and by-and- by 

She coaks {| his dewy cheeks ; her babe ſhe bliſſes, 
And choaks her language with a thouſand kiſſes. 

I am that child : lo, here I proſtrate lie, 

Pleading for mercy ; I repent, and cry 

For gracious pardon : let thy gentle ears 

Hear that in words, what mothers judge 1n tears : 
See not my frailties, Lord, but through & my fear, 
And look on ev'ry treſpaſs through a tear : 

'Then calm thine anger, and appear more mild ; 
Remember, th' art a father, I a child, 


® Guerdon; i. e. reward, 
1 Coaks 3 i. e. ſoothes, 
S Through; i, e. ſee through, 
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S. BERN. Ser. xxi. in Cant. 


Miſerable man ! Who ſhall deliver me from the re. 
proach of this ſhameful bondage? I am a miſerable man, 
but a free man: 1 becauſe like to God; miſerable, be- 
cauſe againſt God. O keeper of mankind, why haſt thou 


ſet me as a mark againſt thee © Thou haſt ſet me, becauſ: 
thou haſt not hindered me : it is juſt that thy enemy ſhould 


be my enemy; and that he who repugneth thee, ſhould re- 
pugn me : I, wha am againſi thee,, am againſt myſelf. 


EPIG. 6. 


But form'd, and fight? But born, and then rebel? 
How ſmall a blaſt will make a bubble ſwell 
But dare the floor affront the hand that made it ? 
So apt is duſt to fly in's face that made it! 
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VII. 


- FOB Lili. 2. 
IWherefore hideſt thou thy face, and holdeſt me for thine 


enemy? 


3 HY doſt thou ſhade thy lovely face? O why 
Does that eclipſing hand ſo long deny 
The ſun-ſhine of thy ſoul-enliv'ning eye? 


Without that light, what light remains in me? 
Thou art my life, my way, my light; in thee 
I live, I move, and by thy beams J ſee. 


Thou art my life; if thou but turn away, 
My life's a thouſand deaths: thou art my way 
Without thee, Lord, I travel not, but ſtray. 


My light thou art; without thy glorious ſight, 
Mine eyes are darken'd with perpetual night. 
My God, thou art my way, my life, my light, 


Thou art my way; J wander if thou fly: 
Thou art my light; if hid, how blind am I! 
Thou art my life; if thou withdraw, I die. 


Mine eyes are blind and dark, I cannot ſee; 
To whom, or whither ſhould my darkneſs flee, 
But to the light; and who's chat light but thee ? 


My path is loſt, my wand'ring ſteps do ftray ; 
I cannot ſafely go, nor ſafely ſtay ; 
Whom ſhould J ſeek but thee, my path, my way? 


vol. I. [Ne 4] L O, 1 
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O, I am dead : to whom ſhall I, poor I, 
Repair ? to whom ſhall my ſad aſhes fly, 
For life ? and where is life but in thine eye? 


And yet thou turn'ſt away thy face, and fly'ſt me; 
And yet | ſue for grace, and thou deny'ſt me; 
Speak, art thou angry, Lord, or only try'ſt me? 


Unſcreen thoſe heav'nly lamps, or tell me wh 
Thou ſhade'ſt thy face ? perhaps thou think'ſt no eye 
Can vi:w thoſe flames, and not drop down and die, 


If that be all, ſhine forth and draw thee nigh'r ; 
Let me behold and die, for my deſire 


Is, Phoenix-like, to periſh in that fire. 


Death-conquer'd Laz'rus was redeem'd by thee : 
If I am dead, Lord, ſet death's pris'ner free; 
Am ] moie ſpent, or ſtink I worſe than he? 


If my puff'd life be out, give leave to tine + 
My ſhameleſs ſnuff at that bright lamp of thine ; 
O what's ily light the leis for light'ning mine? 


Tf I have loſt my path, great Shepherd, ſay, 
Shall I {till wander in a doubtful way? 
Lord, ſhall a lamb of Iſra'l's ſheepfold ſtray ? 


Thou art the pilgrim's path, the blind man's eye, 
The dead man's life: on thee my hopes rely; 

If thou remove, I err, I grope, I die. 

Diſcloſe thy ſun-beams, cloſe thy wings, and ſtay; 
See, icc how I am blind, and dead, and ſtray, 

O thou that Art Iny light, my life, my way. 


+ To tine, or tind; i. e. to light up. 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. Cap. i. 


Why df thou hide thy face? Hapiy thou wilt /ay, 
none can fee thy face and live: Ab, Lord, let me die, that 


] may ſee thee; let me ſee thee, that I may die + I would 


not live, but die; that I may fee Chriſt, 1 d:/ire death 
that I may live with Chriſt, I deſpiſe life. 


ANSELM. Med. Cap. v. 


O excelent hiding, which is become my perfection Ay 
God, thou hide/t thy treaſure, to kindle my defire : thou 
hideft thy pearl, to inflame the ſeeker ; thou dolayeſl t- 
give, that thou maye/t teach me to impertune ; ſeeme/t not 
to Hear, to make me perſevere, 


E18. 7, 
If Heav'n's all- quick'ning eyes vouchſafe to ſhine 
Upon our ſouls, we ſlight; if not, we whine; 
Our equinoctial hearts can never lie 


decure beneath the tropics of that eye. 
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VIII. 


In, i. . 


O that my head were waters, and mine eyes a fountain of 
tears, that I might weep day and night. 


form 
THAT mine eyes were ſprings, and could tranſ- 
Their drops to ſeas; my ſighs into a ſtorm 

Of zeal, and ſacred violence, wherein 
This lab' ring veſſel, laden with her ſin, 
Might ſuffer ſudden ſhipwreck, and be ſplit 
Upon that rock, where my drench'd ſoul may ſit, 
O'erwhelm'd with plenteous paſſion : O, and there 
Drop, drop, into an everlaſting tear ! 
Ah me |! that ev'ry ſliding vein that wanders 
Through this vaſt iſle, did work her wild meanders 
In brackiſh tears inſtead of blood, and ſwell 
This fleſh with holy dropſies, from whoſe well, 
Made warm with ſighs, may fume my waſting breath, 
W hi:{t I diſſolve in ſteams, and reek to death! 
Theſe narrow ſluices of my dribbling eyes 
Are much too ſtrait for thoſe quick ſprings that riſe, 
And hourly fill my temples to the top; 
T cannot ſhed for ev'ry ſin a drop; 
Great Builder of mankind, why haſt thou ſent 
Such ſwelling floods, and made ſo ſmall a vent ? 
O that this fleſh had been compos'd of ſnow, 
Inftead of earth ; and bones of ice, that fo, 
Feeling the fever of my fin, and loathing 
IT'he fire 1 feel, I might have thaw'd to nothing F 
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O thou that didſt, with hopeful joy, entomb 

Me thrice three moons in thy laborious womb, 
And then, with joyful pain, brought'ſt forth a ſon, 
What, worth thy labor, has thy labor done? 

What was there, ah ! what was there in my birth 
That could deſerve the eaſieſt ſmile of mirth? 

A man was born; alas | and what's a man? 

A ſcuttle full of duſt, a meaſure'd ſpan 

Of flitting time; a furniſh'd pack'd, whoſe wares 


Are ſullen griefs, and ſoul-tormenting cares: 


A vale of tears, a veſſel tunn'd with breath, 
By ſickneſs broach'd, to be drawn out by death : 
A hapleſs, helpleſs thing, that, born, does cry 


To feed; that feeds to live, that lives to die. 


Great God and Man, whoſe eye ſpent drops ſo often. 
For me, that cannot weep enough; O ſoften 
Theſe marble brains, and ſtrike this flinty rock; 

Or, if the muſic of thy Peter's cock 

Will more prevail, fill, fill my heark'ning ears 
With that ſweet ſound, that I may melt in tears |: 


I cannot weep, until thou broach mine eye; 


Q give me vent, or elſe J burſt, and die, 
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126 E MB L E M S. Booxk III. 
S. AM BROS. in Pſal. cxviii. 


He that commits fins to be wept for, cannot weep for 
fins committed : and, being himſelf moſt lamentable, hath 


219 tears to lament bis offences. 
NAZIAN Z. Orat. iii. 
Tears are the Ae of ſin, and the world's ſacrifice. 


8. HIER ON. in Eſaiam. 


Prayer appegſes God, but a tear compels bim: that 
moves him, this confirains him. 


EPIG:. 8. 


Earth. is an iſland ported round with fears; 

Thy way to heav'n is through the ſea of tears, 
It is a ſtormy paſlage, where is found 

The wreck of many a ſhip, but no man drown'd. 
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IX. | 
PSALM xviii. 5. 


The forrows of hell compaſſed me about, and the ſnares of 
death prevented me. 5 


Is not this type well cut, in ev'ry part 
Full of rich cunning ? file'd with Xeuxian art ? 

Are not the hunters, and their Stygian hounds, 
Limn'd full to th' life? didſt ever hear the ſounds 
Of muſic, and the lip-dividing breaths - 
Of the ſtrong-winded horn, recheats *, and deaths, 
Done more exact? th' infernal Nimrods halloo ? - 
The lawleſs purlieus ? and the game they follow? 
The hidden engines, and the ſnares that lie 

So undiſcover'd, ſo obſcure'd to th' eye? 

The new-drawn net, and her entangled prey ? 

And him that cloſes it? Beholder, ſay, 

Ist not well done? ſeems 't not an em' lous ſtrife 
Betwixt the rare-cut picture and the life ? 

T heſe purlieu-men are devils; and the hounds 

( Thoſe quick-noſe'd canibals, that ſcour the grounds) 
Temptations; and the game, the fiends purſus, _ 
Are human ſouls, which ſtill they have in view; 
Whoſe fury if they chance to *ſcape by flying, 
The ſkilful hunter plants his net, cloſe lying 
On th' unſuſpected earth, baited with. treaſure, 
Ambitious honour, and ſelf-waſting pleaſure: _ 
Where, if the ſoul. but ſtoop, death ſtands prepare'd 
To draw the net, and drown the fouls enſnare d. 


* Recheats : an hunting term; when the horn blows to a retreat. 
from a falſe ſcent, 


T. Purlieus; i. e. forbidden ground, 
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Poor ſoul ! how art thou hurry'd to and fro | 
Where canſt thou ſafely ſtay ? where ſafely go? 

If ſtay ; theſe hot-mouth'd hounds are apt to tear thee : 
If go; the ſnares ineloſe, the nets enſnare thee : 

W hat good in this bad world has pow'r t' invite thee 
A willing gueſt ? wherein can earth delight thee ? 
Her please are but itch; her wealth, but cares: 
A world of dangers, and a world of ſnares: 

The cloſe purſuers' buſy hands do plant 

Snares in thy ſubſtance; ſnares attend thy want: 
Snares in thy credit; ſnares in thy diſgrace : 

Snares in thy high eſtate; ſnares in thy baſe : 
Snares tuck thy bed; and ſnares ſurround thy board: 
Snares watch thy thoughts; and ſnares attach thy word: 
Snares in thy quiet; ſnares in thy commotion : 
Snares in thy diet; ſnares in thy devotion: 

Snares lurk in thy reſol ves; ſnares in thy doubt: 
Snares lie within thy heart, and ſnares without: 
Snares are above thy head, and ſnares beneath: 
Snares in thy ſickneſs, ſnares are in thy death. 

O! if theſe purlieus be ſo full of danger, 

Great God of harts, the world's ſole ſov'reign ranger, 
Preſerve thy deer; and let my ſoul be bleſt h 
In thy ſafe foreſt, where I ſeek for reſt: = 
Then let the hell-hounds roar, I fear no ill; 

Rouſe me they may, but have no pow'r to kill.. 
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S. AMB R Os. Lib. iv. in Cap. 4. Lucæ. 


The reward of honors, the height of power, the deli- 
cocy of diet, and the beauty of an harlot, are the ſnares 
of the devil. 


S. AMBROS. de Bono Mortis. 
I pilſi thou ſeekeft pleaſures, thou runneft into ſnares ; 


for the eye of the harlot, is the ſnare of the adulterer, 


SAVANAR. 


In cating, he ſets before us gluttony ; in generation, 
luxury; in labor, ſluggiſpneſs; in converſing, envy ; in 
governing, covetouſneſs; in correcting, anger; in honor, 
pride: in the heart, he ſets evil thoughts ; in the mouth, 
evil wordsz in actions, evil wers: when awake, he 
moves us to evil actions; when aſlecp, to filthy dreams, 


EPIG. 9. 


Be ſad, my heart, deep dangers 'wait thy mirth : 
Thy ſoul's way-laid by ſea, by hell, by earth: 


Hell has her hounds ; earth, ſnares ; the ſea, a ſhelf; 


But, moſt of all, my heart, beware thyſelf, 
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. 
psAI M cxliii. 2. 
e 


Jesus. in SINNER, 


mands 
Nr forth the pris'ner, Juſtice, Ju. Thy com- 
Are done, uſtjudge: ſee here the pris'ner ſtands. 
Ze/. What has the pris'ner done? Say, what's the 
[ cauſe 


Of his commitment? Ju/t, He hath broke the laws 
Of his too gracious God]; conſpire'd the death 


Of that great Majeſty that gave him breath, 
And heaps eee Lord, upon tranſereſſion, 
Jeſ. How know'ſt thou this! ? Ju. Ev'n by his own 
His fins are crying; and they cry'd aloud : ¶confeſſion: 
They cry'd to heav* n, they cry'd to heav'n for blood, 
7e/. What ſay'ſt thou, Gaoerſhafl thou aughttoplead, 
T hat ſentence ſhould not paſs ? Hold up thy head, 
And ſhew thy braſen, thy rebellious face. 
Sin. Ah me! I dare not: I'm too vile and baſe 


To tread upon the earth; much more, to lift 


Mine eyes to heav'n: I need no other ſhrift * 

Than mine own conſcience : Lord, I muſt confeſs, 
I am no more than duſt, and no whit leſs 

Than my indictment ſtyles me; Ah l if thou 
Search too ſevere, with too ſevere a brow, 


What fleſh can ſtand ? I have tranſgreſs'd thy laws; 
My merits plead thy vengeance ; not my cauſe, 


* Sbrift; i, e. confeſſion an old word for auricular confeſſion, with 


papiſts. 
Ju. 
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J,. Lord, ſhall I ſtrike the blow? Fe/. Hold, Juſtice, 
Sinner, ſpeak on; what haſt thou more to ſay? [ſtay : 
Sin. Vile as I am, and of myſelf abhorr'd, 
] am thy handy-work, thy creature, Lord, 
Stampt with thy glorious image, and, at firſt, 
Moſt like to thee, though now a-poor accurſt, 
Convicted caitiff, and degen'rous creature, | greater, 
Here trembling at. thy bar. 7u/?, Thy fault's the 
Lord, ſhall I ſtrike the blow? 7% Hold, Juſtice, ſtay, 


Speak, ſinner ; haſt thou nothing elſe to ſay ? 


Sin. Nothing but mercy, mercy, Lord; my ſtate 
Is miſerably poor and deſperate : 
| quite renounce myſelf, the world, and flee 
From Lord to Jesvs, from thyſelf to thee. 
Juſt. Ceaſe thy vain hopes; my angry God has 
Abuſed mercy muſt have blood for blood: [vow'd, 
Shall I yet ſtrike the blow? 7e/. Stay, Juſtice, hold; 
My bowels yearn, my fainting blood grows cold, 
To view the trembling wretch ; methinks, I ſpy _ 
My Father's image in the pris'ner's eye. 
Juſt. I cannot hold. ef. Then turn thy thirſty _ 
Into my ſides, let there the wound be made: blade 
Chear up, dear ſoul; redeem thy life with mine: 
My ſoul ſhall ſmart, my heart ſhall bleed for thine. 
Sin. O groundleſs * deeps ! O love beyond degree! 
Th oftended dies to ſet th' offender free. 


* Groundleſs; i. e. without bottom, 


132 E MB L EMS. Book III. 


Sd. AUGUST; 


Lord, if I have done that, for which thou mayeft damn 
me; thou haſt not loft that whereby thou mayeſt ſave ine. 
Remenber not, ſweet Feſus, thy juſtice againſt the ſnner, 
but thy benignity towards thy creature: remember not t1 
proceed againſt a guilty ſoul, but remember thy mercy to- 
wards a miſerable wretch : forget the inſolence of the pro- 
voſfer, but behold the miſery of the invoker ; for what i; 
Jeſus but a Saviour © 


ANSELM. 

Have reſpect to what thy Son hath done for me, and | 
forget what my ſins have done againſt thee : my fleſh hath | 
provoked thee to vengeance ; let the fleſh of Chriſt move 
thee to mercy : it is much that my rebellions have deſerved ; | 


but it is more that my Redeemer hath merited, 5 

EPIC. 0. 7 
Mercy of mercies | He that was my drudge, 4 
Is now my Advocate, is now my judge: i 
He ſuffers, pleads, and ſentences, alone: T 


Three I adore, and yet-adore but One. 
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XI. ö ö 

| 11 

PSAL M Ixix, 15. lj 

Let not the water-flood overflow me, neither let the deep | 1 
. ſwallow me up. [ 
HE world's a ſea; my fleſh a ſhip that's mann'd [/} 
With lab'ring thoughts, and ſteer'd by reaſon's | 

My heart's the ſeaman's card“, whereby the ſails; (hand: -—_ 
My looſe affections are the greater ſails : | 1 
The top- ſail is my fancy; and the guſts, 1 
That fill theſe wanton ſheets, are worldly luſts. bel 
Pray'r is the cable, at whoſe end appears. RF 
The anchor hope, ne'er ſlipp'd but in our fears: [| 
My will's th' unconſtant pilot, that commands l 
The ſtagg'ring keel; my fins are like the ſands : ff 
Repentance is the bucket ; and mine eye 1 
The pump unus'd (but in extremes) and dry: | 
My conſcience is the plummet that does preſs | if 
The deeps, but ſeldom cries, O fathomleſs ! li 
Smooth calm's ſecurity ; the gulf, deſpair ; it 


My freight's corruption, and this life's my fare : 
My ſoul's the paſſenger, confus'dly driv'n 

From fear to fright ; her landing port is heav'n. 

My ſeas are ſtormy, and my ſhip doth leak; 

My ſailors rude; my ſteerſman faint and weak: 

My canvaſs torn, it flaps from fide to fide ; 

My cable's crack'd, my anchor's ſlightly ty'd ; 

My pilot's craz'd ; my ſnipwreck-ſands are cloak'd ; 
My bucket's broken, and my pump is choak'd 
My calm's deceitful, and my gulf too near ; 
My wares are flubber'd, and my fare's too dear: 


5 


* Card, ſheet, cable; ſea- terms, all of them proper and beautiful. 


Vor. I [N*4] M My 
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My plummet's light, it cannot fink nor found; 
O, ſhall my rock-bethreaten'd foul be drown'd ? 
Lord, itill the ſeas, and ſhield my ſhip from harm; 
Inſtruct my ſailors, guide my ſteerſman's arm: 
Touch thou my compatls, and renew my ſails; 
Send ſtiffer courage, or ſend milder gales : 
Make ſtrong my cable, bind my anchor faſter ; 
Direct my pilot, and be thou his maſter : 
Object the ſands to my more ſerious view, 
Make ſound my bucket, bore my pump anew : 
New- caſt my plummet, make 1t apt to try 
Where the rocks lurk, and where the quickſands lie; 
Guard thou the gulf with love, my calms with care; 
Cleanſe thou my freight; accept my flender fare; 
Refreſh the ſea- ſick paſſenger ; cut ſhort 
His voyage; land him in his wiſhed port: 
Thou, thou, whom winds and ſtormy ſeas obey, 
That thro' the fea gav'ſt grumbling Iſr'el way, 
Day to my ſoul, Be ſafe; and then mine eye 

141] ſcorn grim death, altho' grim death ſtand by, 
O thou whoſe firength- reviving arm did cheriſh 
Thy ſinking Peter, at the point to periſh, 
Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave, 
L' come, Þ'll come: the voice that calls will ſave, 
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S. Au BR Os. Apol. poſt, pro David. Cap. iii. 


The confluence of luſt makes a great tempe/?, wich in 
this fea at ifturbeth Fog ſeafaring ſoul, that reafon Cannot 
gover N it. 


8. AUGUST, Soliloq. Cap, xxxv. 
Mi labor in the boiſterous fea ; thou flaudeft upon the 


ſhore, and ſeeſt our dangers ; gi ve us grace to hold a 


middle courſe betwixt Scylla ana Charybdis, that, both - 
dangers eſcaped, we may arrive at the port ſecure, 


My ſoul, the ſeas are rough, win thou a Niranger 


In 5 falſe coaſts; O keep aloof; there's danger: . 


Caſt forth thy plummet; ſee, a rock appears: 
Thy ſhip wants ſea- room; make it with thy tears. 
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XII. 


Jos xiv. 13. 


O that thou would! hide me in the grave, that thoy 
world/? keep me in ſecret, until thy wrath be paſt ! 


Whither ſhall I fly ? what path untrod 
Shall I ſeek out, to *ſcape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God? 


Where ſhall I ſojourn ? what kind ſea will hide 
My head from thunder ? where ſhall I abide, 
Until his flames be quench'd or laid afide ? 


What if my feet ſhould take their haſty fight, 
And ſeek protection in the ſhades of night? 
Alas! no ſhades can blind the God of light. 


What if my ſoul ſhould take the wings of day, | 
And find fome defert? If ſhe ſprings away, 
The wings of vengeance clip * as faft as they. 


What if ſome ſolid rock ſhould entertain 
Ay frighted foul ? can folid rocks reſtrain 
'F be ſtroke of juſtice, and not cleave in twain ? 


Nor ſea, nor ſhade, nor ſhield, nor rock, nor cave, 
Nor filent deſerts, nor the ſullen grave, 
What flame e e'd fury means to ſmite, can fave, 


The feas will part, graves open, rocks will ſplit; 
The ſhield will cleave; the flighted ſhadows flit: 
Where Juſtice aims, her fiery darts muſt hit, 


* Clip; i. e. cut the air, or fly. 
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No, no, if ſtern- brow'd vengeance means to thundet, 


There is no place above, beneath, or under, 
So cloſe, but will unlock, or rive in ſunder. 


Tis vain to flee; 'tis neither here nor there 
Can *ſcape that hand, until that hand forbear; 
Ah me! where is he not, that's every-where ? 


Tis vain to flee, till gentle mercy ſhew 
Her better eye; the farther off we go, 
The ſwing of juſtice deals the mightier blow. 


Th' ingenuous child, corrected, doth not fly 


His angry mother's hand ; but clings more nigh, 


And quenches with his tears her flaming eye. 


Shadows are faithleſs, and the rocks are falſe ; 
No truſt in braſs, no truſt in marble walls; 
Poor cots are ev'n as ſafe as princes? halls.. 


Great God! there is no ſafety here below; 


Thou art my fortreſs, thou that ſeem'ſt my foe: 


T is thou, that ſtrike*it the ſtroke, muſt guard the blow. 


Thou art my God, by thee I fall or ſtand; 
Thy grace hath giv'n me courage to withſtand: 
All tortures, but my conſcience and thy hand.. 


I know thy juſtice is thyſelf ; I know, 
Juſt God, thy very ſelt is mercy too; 
If not to thee, where, whither ſhall I go? 


Then work thy will; if paſſion bid me flee, 
My reaſon ſhall obey; my wings ſhall be 


vtretch'd out no further than from thee to thee, 
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> AUGUST. in Pal. xzxiii. 


Whither fly I? To what place can I ſafely 1 ? to what 
mountain? to what den? to what ſtrong houſe ? what 
caſtle oÞ I bald? p_ walls ſhall hold me? whitherſp. 
ever I go, myſelf followeth me: for whatſoever thou fineſt, 
O man, thou niayeſi, but thy own conſcience: Whereſuever 
O Lord, I go, j find thee : if angry, a revenger ; if ap- 
peaſed, a redeemer e what way have I, but to fly from thee 


to thee ® That thou mayeſt avoid thy Gad, adarejs ts thy 
Lords: 


EPIG. 12. 


Hath vengeance found thee ? can thy fears command 

No rocks to ſhield thee from her thund'ring hand ? 

 Know'fſt thou not where to *ſcape ? PII tell thee where; 
My foul, make clean thy conſcience ; hide thee there, 
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Book III. EMBLEMS. x39 
XIII. 
JoB x. 20. i 
Are not my days few? Ceaſe then, and let me alone, that # 
I may take comfort a little. 


1 Y glaſs is half unſpent; forbear t arreſt 
y thriftleſs day too ſoon : my poor requeſt 
Is, that my glaſs may run but out the reſt, 


2 * - - 
* * . ler ES i * v : 
* * * r * 9 , 6 
Ren ed at. 8 © "Oy 1 * l — a x 
TO FL OY 8 G N 


My time-devoured minutes will be done 1 
Without thy help; ſee, ſee how ſwift they run: "I 
Cut not my thread before my thread be ſpun, 


The gain's not great I purchaſe by this ſtay ; 
What loſs ſuſtain'ſt thou by fo ſmall delay, 
To whom ten thouſand years are but a day ? 


* — =". 
— os ge b 
— 9 
— 


My foll'wing eye can hardly make a ſhift 
To count my winged hours; they fly ſo ſwift, 
They ſcarce deſerve the bounteous name of gift. 


The ſecret wheels of hurrying time do give 
So ſhort a warning, and ſo faſt they drive, [| 
That I am dead before I ſeem to live, 1 


And what's a life? A weary pilgrimage, 
Whoſe glory, in one day, doth fill the ſtage 
With childhood, manhood, and decrepid age. 


And what's a life ? The flouriſhing array 
Of the proud ſummer-meadow, which to-day 
Wears her green pluſh, and is to-morrow hay. 


And what's a life? A blaſt ſuſtain'd with cloathing, 
Maintain'd with food, retain'd with vile teli-1oathing, l. 
Then weary of itſelf, a gain to nothing, Read | 
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Read on this dial, how the ſhades devour 
My ſhort-liv'd winter's day; hour eats up hour; 
Alas ! the total's but from eight to four. 


Behold theſe lilies (which thy hands have made 
Fair copies of my life, and open laid 
To view), how ſoon they droop, how ſoon they fade 


Shade not that dial night will blind too ſoon 
My non-age'd day already points to noon ; 
How ſimple is my ſuit, how ſmall my bocnl 


Nor do I beg this ſlender inch, to while 
The time away, or ſafely to beguile 
My thoughts with joy ; here's nothing worth a ſmile, 


No, no: *tis not to pleaſe my wanton ears 
With frantic mirth, I beg but hours, not years : 
And what thou giv'ſt me, I will give to tears. 


Draw not that ſoul which would be rather led : 
That Sced. has not yet broke my ſerpent's head; 


O ſhall I die before my fins are dead? 


Behold theſe rags; am TI a fitting gueſt 
To taſte the dainties of thy royal feaſt, 
With hands and face unwaſh'd, ungirt, unbleſt ?: 


Firſt, let the Jordan ſtreams, that find ſupplies 
From'the deep fountain of my heart, ariſe 
And cleanſe my ſpots, and clear my lep'rous eyes. 


J have a world of ſins to be lamented ; 
J have a ſea of tears that muſt be vented : 
O ſpare till then; and then 1.die contented; 
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8. AUGUST. Lib. de Civit. Dei, Cap. x. 


The time wherein we live, is taken from the ſpace of 
eur life ; and what remaineth, is daily made leſs, inſomuch 
that the time of our life is nothing but a paſſage to death. 


S. GREG. Lib. ix. Cap. xliv. in Job. 
As moderate 2 ctions bring tears, ſo immoderate take 


away tears; inſomuch that that ſorrow becometh no ſor- 


rw, which, ſwallowing up the mind of the affiicted, 


 taketh away the ſenſi of the affliction, 


EPIG. 13. 


Fearfi thou to go, when ſuch an arm invites thee ? 


Dread'ſt thou thy loads of ſin ? or what affrights thee ? 


If thou begin to fear, thy fear begins : 


Fool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy ſins? 


142 EMBLEM S. Book III. 
XIV. 


DE r. xxxii. 29. 


O that they were wiſe, that they underſtood this, that they 
would conſider their latter end] 


FLESH, SPIRIT, 
Fl. HAT means my ſiſter's eye ſo oft to paſs 


Thro' the long entry of that optic glaſs? | 


Tell me; what ſecret virtue doth invite 
Thy wrinkled eye to ſuch unknown delight? 

Sp. It helps the ſight, makes things remote appear 
In perfect view; it draws the objects near. 

Fl. What ſenſe- delighting objects doſt thou (py ? 
What doth that glaſs preſent before thine eye ? 

§p. I ſee thy foe, my reconciled friend, 
Grim death, ev*n ſtanding at the glaſs's end: 
His left hand holds a branch of palm; his right 
Holds forth a two-edg'd ſword, Fl. A proper ſight, 
And is this all? Doth thy proſpeCtive pleaſe 
Th' abuſed fancy with no ſhapes but theſe ? 

Sp. Yes, I behold the darken'd ſun bereav'n 
Of all his light, the battlements of heav'n 


 Swelt'ring in flames; the angel-guarded Son 


Of glory on his high tribunal-throne ; 
J fee a brimſtone ſea of boiling fire, 
And fiends, with knotted whips of flaming wire, 
Tort'ring poor ſouls, that gnaſh their teeth in vain, 
And gnaw their flame-tormented tongues for pain, 
Look, ſiſter, how the queaſy-ſtomach'd graves 
Vomit their dead, and how the purple waves 
Scald their conſumeleſs bodies; ſtrongly curling 
All wombs for bearing, and all paps tor nurſing, 


Fl. Can 
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Fl. Can thy diſtemper'd fancy take delight 
In view of tortures? Theſe are ſhows t' affright: 
Look in this glaſs triangular; look here, 
Here's that will raviſh eyes. Sp, What ſeeſt thou there? 
F], The world in colours; colours that diſtain 
The cheeks of Proteus, or the ſilken train 
Of Flora's nymphs ; ſuch various ſorts of hue, 
As ſun-confronting Iris never knew : 
Here, if thou pleaſe to beautify a town, |; 
Thou may'ſt; or, with a hand, turn't upſide down ; 
Here may'ſt thou ſcant or widen by the meaſure - 
Of thine own will ; make ſhort or long at pleaſure : 
Here may'ſt thou tire thy fancy, and adviſe _ 
With ſhows more apt to pleaſe more curious eyes, 
Sp. Ah fool ! that doat'ſt on vain, on preſent toys, 
And diſreſpect'ſt thoſe true, thoſe future joys ; 
How ſtrongly are thy thoughts befool'd, alas! 
To doat on goods that periſh with thy glaſs ; 
Nay, vaniſh with the turning of a hand! 
Were they but painted colours, it might ſtand 
With painted reaſon that they might devote thce ; 
But things that have no being to beſot thee |! 
Foreſight of future torments is the way 
To balk thoſe ills which preſent joys bewray. 
As thou haft fool'd thyſelf, ſo now come hither, 
Break that fond glaſs, and let's be wiſe together, 


8. BON A- 


144 E M B L E M S. Book III. 
8. BON AVENT. de Contemptu Sæculi. 


O that men would be wiſe, and underſtand, and fore- 


fee! Be wiſe, to know three things : the multitude of 


thoſe that are to be damned; the few number of thoſe that 
are to be ſaved; and the vanity of tranſitory things: un- 
derſtand three things; the multitude of fins, the omiſſion 
of good things, and the loſs of time: foreſee three things ; 
the danger of death, the laſi judgment, and eternal pu- 
niſhment, | | 


What, ſoul, no further yet ? what, ne'er commence 
Maſter in faith? ſtill bachelor of ſenſe ? 
Is't inſufficiency ? or what has made thee 


O'erſlip thy loſt degree? Thy luſts have ſtaid thee, 
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XV. 


PS ALM xxx. 10. R 
Aly life is ſpent with grief, and my years with ſighing, 


HAT ſullen ftar rule'd my untimely birth, 

T hat would notlend my days one hourof mirth ? 
How oft have theſe bare knees been bent to gain 
The flender alms of one poor ſmile in vain! 
How often, tire'd with the faſtidious light, 
Have my faint lips implore'd the ſhades of night ! 
How often have my nightly torments pray'd 
For ling'ring twilight, glutted with the ſhade |! 
Day worſe than night, night worſe than day appears; 
In fears I ſpend my nights, my days in tears : 
I moan unpity'd, groan without relief ; 
There is no end nor meaſure of my grief. 
The ſmiling flow'r ſalutes the day; it grows 
Untouch'd with care, it neither ſpins nor ſows : 
O that my tedious life were like this flow'r, 
Or freed from grief, or finiſh'd with an hour! 
Why was I born ? why was I born a man ? 
And why proportion'd by ſo large a ſpan ? 
Or why ſuſpended by the common lot ? 
And, being born to die, why die I not? 
Ah me ! why is my forrow-waſted breath 
Deny'd the eaſy privilege of death ? 
The branded ſlave, that tugs the weary oar, ' 
Obtains the ſabbath of a welcome ſhore : 
His ranſom'd ſtripes are heal'd ; his native ſoil 
Sweetens the mem'ry of his foreign toll ; 
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zut ah! my ſorrows are not half fo bleſt; 
My labour finds no point, my pains no reft : 

] barter ſighs for tears, and tears for groans, 

Still vainly rolling S:ſyphzan ſtones. 

Thou juſt obſerver of our flying hours, 

That, with thy adamantine fang, devours 

The braſen mon'ments of renowned kings, 

Toth thy glaſs fand ? or be thy moulting wings 
Unapt to fly ? if not, why doſt thou ſpare 

A wil'ing breaſt, that hath but only breath 

To beg a wound, and ſtrength to crave a death? 
O that the pleaſed heav'ns would once diſſolve 
Theſe fleſhly fetters, that ſo faſt involve TS 
My hamper'd foul! then would my ſoul be bleſt 
From all thoſe Bis, and wrap her thoughts in reſt : 
Till then, my days are months, my months are years; 
My years are ages, to be ſpent in tears: 

My erict's entail'd upon my waſteful breath, 
Which no recov'ry can cut off but death. 

Breath drawn in cottages, puff'd out in moans, 
Begins, continues, and concludes in groans, 


INNO- 
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INNOCENT. de Vilitate Condit, humanæ. 


O who will give ine eyes a fountain of tears, 1 t o 
may bewail the miſerabie ingreſs of man's contitiy? LY 
fin; u progreſs of man's con. we jeans the dam; WY 027. 
in man's i 6lliti ion? I will conſider with tears, 4 ED 
man was made; what man deth, and tub it man is to de. 
alas I he id formed f earth, wana in fir, born to {= 
mfhment': he doth et = things, which are net lawful , he 
dith filthy things, wich are nat decent; be dul Van 
Ki thin s, wich are not cxpedlieut. 
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EPI, 15, 
My heart, thy life's a debt by bond, which bears 
A ſecret date the ule is groans and tears: 
Plead not; uſurious nature will have all, 
As well the int'reſt as the principal. 
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148 | E M B L E M S. Book IV. 
THE 
FOURTH BOOK. 
J. 
ROM. Yu. 23. 
f fee another law in my members, warring again the 


law of my mind, and bringing me into captivity to the 


{2w of Jin. 


I. 


. HOW my will is hurry'd to and fro, 


And how my unreſolv'd reſolves do vary! 
know not where to fix; ſometimes I go i 
This way, then that, and then the quite contrar ß: 
J like, diſlike; lament for what I could not; | 
I co, undo; yet ſtill do what I ſhould not, 
And at the ſelf- ſame inſtant will the thing I would not. 


2. | 
Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts oppreſt 
With th' earth-bred winds of my prodigious will; 
Tnus am J hourly toſt from eaſt to weſt 
Upon the rolling ſtreams of good and ill: 
Thus am I driv'n upon the ſlipp*ry ſuds 
From real ills to falſe apparent goods: 
My life's a troubled ſea, compos'd of ebbs and floods. 


'The curious penman, Ti, 02 trimm'd his page 
With the dead Janguage of his dabbled quill, 
Lets fall a heedleſs drop, then in a rage 
Caſhiers the fruits of his unlucky ſkill ; 
Ev'n ſo my pregnant ſoul, in th' infant bud 
Of her beſt thoughts, ſhow'rs down a coal-black 
Of unadviſed ills, and cancels all her good, [flood 
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3 4. 
Sometimes a ſudden flaſh of ſacred heat 
Warms my chill foul, and ſets my thoughts in frame; 
But ſoon that fire is ſhoulder'd from her ſeat 
By luſtfull Cupid's much inferior flame, 
I! feel two flames, and yet no flame intire; 
Thus are the mongrel thoughts of mixt deſire 
Conſume'd between that heav'nly and this earthly fire. 


Sometimes my traſh-difdaining thoughts outpaſs 
The common pertod of terrene conceit ; 
O then.methinks I ſcorn the thing [ was, 
Whilſt J ſtand ravith'd at my new eſtate: 
But when th' Icarian wings of my deſire 
Feel but the warmth of their own native fire, 
O then they melt, and plunge within their wonced mire, 


6. 
I know the nature of my wav' ring mind; 
I know the frailty of my fleſhly will: 
My paſſion's eagle-eye'd ; my judgment blind; 
J know what's good, but yet make choice of ill. 
When th' oſtrich wings of my delircs ſhall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the leaſt degree, 
Vet grant my ſoul deſire, but of deſiring thee, 


N 3. 8. BERN. 


750 EMBLEM S. Book lv. 


S8. BERN. Med. ix. 


My heart is a vain heart, a vagabond and inflable 
heart ; while it is led by its c judgment, and wanting 
divine counſel, cannot ſubſiſt in uſelf ; and whilſt it divers 
ways. ſeeketh reſt, findeth nine, but remaineth miſerable 
through labor, and vid of peace it agreeth not with it. 
ſell, it diſſenteth from itſelf; it altereth reſolutions, changeth 
the judgment, frameth new thoughts, pulleth down the 
old, and buildeth them up again : it willeth, and willeah 
not; and never remaineth in the ſame ſlate. . 


S. AUGUST. de Verb. Apoſt. 


pen it would, it cannot; becauſe when it might, it 


would not; therefore by an evil will man loft his good 
power. 


My ſoul, how are thy thoughts diſturb'd, confin'd,. 
Enlarg'd betwixt thy members and thy mind! 


Fix here or there; thy doubt-depending cauſe 
Can ne'er expect one verdict *twixt two laws. 


PS AL M 


« . — , 
1 . 
* 


B IV. Zu. 2. 


A 


Palm ng. 5 


J. Aeg. he Pevad net Lt Fee, bt J hee / , 5 


Book IV. EMBLEM 5s. 151 


II. 
PSALM cxix. 5. 
O that my ways were directed to keep thy ſtatutes ! 


I. | 
HUS I, the object of the world's diſdain, 
# With pilgrim face ſurround the weary earth: 
I only reliſh what the world counts vain ; 
Her mirth's my grief; her ſullen grief, my mirth ; 
Her light my darkneſs ; aud her truth my error. 
Her freedom is my gaol; and her delight my terror. 


2. | 
Fond earth] proportion not my ſeeming love 
To my long ſtay ; let not thy thoughts deceive thee; 
Thou art my priſon, and my home's above 
My life's a preparation but to leave thee : 
Like one that ſeeks a door, I walk about thee: 
With thee I cannot live; I cannot live without thee. 


The world's a lab'rinth, whoſe anfractuous * ways 

Are all compos'd of rubs and crook'd meanders : 

No reſting here; he's hurry'd back that ſtays 

A thought; and he that goes unguided, wanders :. 
Her way is dark, her path untrod, unev'n ; 


So hard's the way fromearth; ſo hard's the way to heav'a! 


| 4 
This gyring + lab'rinth is betrench'd about 
On either hand with ſtreams of ſulph'rous fire; 
Streams cloſely ſliding, erring in and out, 

But ſeeming pleaſant to the fond deſcrier: 


W here, it his footſteps truſt their own invention, 


He falls without redreſs, and ſinks without dimenſion. 


* Arfratuous ; i. e., winding about, + Gyrirg; i. e. full of turnings. 


W here 


— — Lo —— — — — —— 2 — — — — — 


152 E M B L E M S. Book lv. 


Where ſhall I ſeek a guide? where ſhall I meet 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces ? 
W hat trufty lantern will direct my feet 
To 'ſcape the danger of theſe dang'rous places? 
What hopes have I to paſs without a guide? 
Where one gets ſafely through, a thouſand fall beſide, 


6. 
An unrequeſted ſtar did gently ſlide 

Before the wiſe men, to a greater light 
Backſliding Iſra'! found a double guide; 

A pillar and a cloud— by day, by night : 
| Yet in my deſp'rate dangers, which be far 
More great than theirs, I have no pillar, cloud, nor ſtar, 


O that the pinions of a clipping ® dove 
Would cut my paſſage through the empty air; 
Mine eyes being ſeal'd, how would I mount above 
The reach of danger and forgotten care 
My backward eyes ſhould ne'er commit that fault, 
_ Whole laſting guilt ſhould build a monument of falc: 


8. 
Great God, that art the flowing ſpring of light, 
Enrich mine eyes wich thy refulgent ray : 
Thou art my path; direct my ſteps aright; 
I have no other light, no other way : 
[I'll truſt my God, and him alone purſue ; 
His law {hall be my path ; his heavenly light, my clue, 


* CeEpping ; 1. e. ſwift-flying. 


[Sho AU. 
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S. AUGUST, Soliloq. Cap. iv. 


O Lord, who art the light, the way, the truth, the 
life; in whom there is na darkneſs, error, vanity, nor 
EF Lath: the light, without which there is darkneſs ; the 
1 way, without which there is wandering ; the truth, with- 
ut which there is error; the life, without which there is 
Luthe ſay, Lord, Let there be light, and I ſhall ſee light, 
and eſchew darkneſs ; I ſhall ſee the way, and avoid wan- 
dering ; T ſhall ſee the truth, and ſhun error; I ſhall ſes 
life, and eſcape death : illuminate, O illuminate my blind 
ſoul, which ſitteth in darkneſs, and the ſhadow of death; 
"and direct my feet in the way of peace. 


E PI G. 2. 


Pilgrim, trudge on: what makes thy ſoul complain, 
Crowns thy complaint; the way to reſt, is pain: 

The road to reſolution, lies by doubt: 

The next way home's the fartheſt way about. 


154 EMB LEM S. Book N. 
III. 
PSAL M xvii, | 
Stay my ſteps in thy paths, that my feet ds net ſlide, 


Pd * 
i WIE the old exchange of profit rings 
N Fer filver ſaints-bell of uncertain gains; 
My merchant-foul can ſtretch both legs and wings, 
How J ean run, and take unweary'd pains ! 
The charms of profit are fo ſtrong, that I, 
Who wanted legs to go, find wings to fly, 


If time-beguiling pleaſure but advance 
Her luſtfull trump, and blow her bold alarms, 
O how my ſportful ſoul can friſk and dance, 
And hug that ſyren in her twined arms! [ſure 
The iprightly voice of ſmew-ftrengtty ning plea- 
Can lend my, bedrid ſoul both legs and: leiſure, 


If blazing hohar chance to fill my veins | 
With flatt'ring warmth, and flaſh of courtly fire, 
My ſoul can take a pleaſure in her pains : 
My lofty ſtrutting ſteps diſdain to tire; 
My antic knees can turn upon the hinges. 
Of. compliment, and ſcrue a thouſand cringes.. 


* & 
0 


But when J come to thee, my God, that art 
The royal mine of everlaſting treaſure, 
The real honor of my better part, 
And living fountain of eternal pleaſure ; 
How nerveleſs are my limbs! how faint and flow! 
I have no wings to fly, nor legs to go. | 
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© a 


so when the ſtreams of ſwift-foot Rhine convey 
Her upland riches to the Belgic ſhore, 

ze idle veſſel flides the wat'ry way, 

| Without the blaſt, or tug, of wind or oar: 

5 Her flipp'ty keel divides the filver foam 
With eaſe; fo facile is the way from home! 


6. 
But when the home- bound veſſel turns her ſails 
Againſt the breaſt of the reſiſting ſtream, 
O then ſhe ſlugs; nor ſail, nor oar prevails; 
# The ſtream is fturdy, and her tide's extreme: 
Each ſtroke is lots, and ev'ry.tug is vain : 
A boat-length's purchaſe is a league of pain. 


Great All-m all, that art my reſt, my home; 
My way is tedious, and my ſteps are ſlow: 

& Reach forth thy helpful hand, or bid me come; 
2 1am thy child, O teach thy child to go: 

<4 Conjoin thy ſweet commands to my deſire, 
And I will venture, though I fall or tire. 


* - £5: £ Ros — . — hog, 
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S. AUGUST. Ser. xv. de Verb. Apoſt, 


Be always diſpleaſed at what thou art, if thou deſiref 
to attain to what thou art not: for where thou haſt pleaſe 


thyſelf, there thou abideſl, But if thou ſayeſt, I have 


enough, thou perifheſt : always ada, always walk, always 


proceed; neither ſtand ſtill, nor go back, nor deviate : he 


that ſtandeth till, proceedeth not; he goeth back, that con- 
tinueth not; he deviateth, that revolteth ; he goeih better 
that creepeth in his way, than he that runneth out of hi 
WAY. | | 


EPIG. 3. 


Fear not, my ſoul, to loſe for want of cunning ; 
Weep not; heav'n is not always got by running. 
Thy thoughts are ſwift, although thy legs be ſlow; 
True love will creep, not having ſtrength to go. 
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IV. 


PS ALM cxix. 120, 


My fleſh trembleth for fear of thee, and I am afraid of 
thy judgments, 
ET others boaſt of luck, and go their ways 
With their fair game; know, vengeance ſeldom 
To be too forward, but doth wiſcly frame [ plays 
Her backward tables for an after-game : 
dhe gives thee leave to venture many a blot ; 
And, for her own advantage, hits thee not; 
But when her N tables are made fair, 
J hat ſhe be ready for thee, then beware; 
Then, if a neceitary blot ® be {et 
She hits thee ; wins the game; nerchance, the ſet : 
If proſp'rous chances make thy caſting high, 
Be witely temp'rate ; caſt a ſerious eye 
On after- dangers, and keep back thy game; 
Too forward feed-times make thy harveſt lame. 
If leftchand Fortune give thee left-hand chances, 
Be wiſely patient; let not envious glances 
Repine, to view thy gameſter's heap ſo fair; 
The hindmoſt hound oft takes the doubling hare. 
The world's great dice are falſe; ſometimes they go 
Extremely high, ſometimes e low : 
Of all her gameſters, he that plays the leaſt, 
Lives moit at eaſe, plays moſt ſccure and beſt : 
'The way to win, is to play fair, and ſwear 
Thyielf a ſervant to the crown of fear. 
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Fear is the primer of a gameſter's ſkill : 

Who fears not bad, ſtands moſt unarm'd to ill. 
The ill that's wiſely fear'd, is half withſtood ; 
And fear of bad is the beſt foil to good. 

True fear's th'elixir, which in days of old 
Turn'd leaden croſſes into crowns of gold: 

The world's the tables ; ſtakes, eternal life : 

The gameſters, heav'n ande I; unequal ſtrife! 
My fortunes are the dice, whereby I frame 

My indiſpoſed life: this life's the game; 

My fins are ſeveral blots ; the lookers- on 

Are angels; and in death the game is done. 
Lord, I'm a bungler, and my game doth grow 
Still more and more unſhape'd ; my dice run low : 
The ſtakes are great; my careleſs blots are many: 
And yet thou paſſeſt by, and hit'ſt not any: 
Thou art too firong ; and I have none to guide me 
With the leaſt jog ; the lookers-on deride me : 

It is a conqueſt undeſerving thee, 

To win a ſtake from ſuch a worm as me: 

J have no more to loſe; if we perſevere, 

*Tis loſt: and that once loſt, I'm loſt for ever. 
Lord, wink at faults, and be not too ſevere, 

And I will ply my game with greater fear. 

O give me fear, ere fear has paſt her date : 

W hoſe bot being hit, then fears, fears then too late. 
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S. BE RN. Ser. liv. in Cant. 


There is nothing ſo ictual to »btain grace, to retain 
race, and to regain grace, as always to be found before 


God nat overwiſe, but to fear : happy art thiu, if tly 
h-art be repleniſhed with three feu s; a fear for & Pf 


grace, a greater fear for 705 grace, a greateſt fear to 
recover grace. 


S. AUGUST. ſuper Pal. - 


Preſent fear begetteth eternal ſectirity : fear God, 


which 1 is abave all, and no need to fear man at all. 


py OPS 
Lord, ſhall we grumble when thy flames do ſcourge us? 
Our fins breathe fire ; that fire returns to purge us, 
Lord, what an alchymiſt art thou, whoſ: fKilf 
Tranſmutes to perfect good, from perfect ill! 


160 E M B L E M S. Bock lv. 
V 
Turn 4 WAY Me eyes /. 0007 eln vanity, 
T © 


OV like the threads of flax, 
That touch the flame, are my inflame'd deſires! 
ow hke to vieläioge ax, 
My y 1 diſſolves before theſe wanton ſues! 
The fire but touch'd, the flame but felt, 
Like flax, I burn; lice wax, I melt. 


2. 
Q 3 this fleſh doth draw 
Ny fetter'd foul to that deceitful fire! 
A how th' eternal law _ | 
Is baffled by the law of my deſire ! 
How truly bad, how ſeeming good, 


Are all the K of fleſh and blood |! 


3* 
O wretched ſtate of men, 
The height of whoſe ambition is to borrow 
What muſt be paid again 
With griping int'reft of the next day's 2 
How, wild his thoughts ! how apt to range! 
How apt to vary! apt to change 


4. 


How intricate and nice 
Is man's perplexed way to man's an 
Sometimes upon the ice 
He flips, and ſometimes falls into the fire; 
His progreſs is extreme and bold, 
Or very hot, or very cold. 
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The common food he doth | 
Suſtain his ſoul-tormenting thoughts withal, 
Is honey in his mouth 
To-night, and in his heart to-morrow gall; 
Tis oftentimes, within an hour, 
Both very ſweet and very four, 


6. 
Tf ſweet Corinna ſmike, 
A heav'n of joys breaks down into his heart: 
Corinna frown a while, | 
Hell's torments are but copies of his ſmart : 
Within a luſtfull heart doth dwell 
A ſeeming heav'n, a very hell. 


Thus worthleſs, vain, and void 


161 


Of comfort, are the fruits of earth's employment, 


Which, ere they be enjoy'd, 


Diſtract us, and deſtroy us in th* enjoyment ; 


Theſe be the pleaſures that are prize'd, 


When Heav'n's cheap pen'worth ſtands deſpis'd. 


8. 
Lord, quench theſe haſty ffaſhes, 


Which dart as lightning from the thund'ring ſkies, 


And ev'ry minute daſhes 
Againſt the wanton windows of mine eyes : 
Lord, cloſe the caſement, whilſt J ſtand 

Beneath the curtain of thy hand, 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. Cap. iv. 


O thou Sun, that illuminateth both heaven and earth 
woe be unto thoſe eyes which do not behold thee : woe be 
unto thoſe blind eyes which cannot behold thee : woe be unts 
thoſe which turn away their eyes, that they will not bebold 


thee : woe be unto thoſe that turn away their eyes, that 
they may behold vanity. 


S. CHRYS, ſup, Matt. xix. og 
I hat is the evil woman but the enemy of friendſhip, 


an avoidable pain, neceſſury miſchief, a natural tempta- 
tion, a deſirable calamity, a domeſſic danger, a delcfable 
inconvenience, and the nature of evil, painted over with 
the colzur of good © 


ISG. . 


Tis vain, great God | to cloſe mine eyes from ill, 
When J reſolve to keep the old man ſtill; 

My rambling heart muſt cov'nant firſt with thee, 
Or none can paſs betwixt mine eye and me, 
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#1 have found favour in thy 7 ght, and if 8 pleaſe * e | pl 
Ling, let eos l ife be Br me at my. petition... | 


HOU art the great Ahaſuerus, whoſe command. 
Doth ſtretch from pole to pole; the world's thy | 
Rebellious Vaſhti's the corrupted will, [land ; 4 | 
Which, being calFd, refufes to fulfill 1 
Thy juſt command; Efther, whoſe tears condole 755 * il 
The razed City, 's the regen'rate foul ; e 0 | 
A captive maid, whom thou wilt Neale to grace it! 
With nuptial honors in ſtout Vaſhti's place: 
Her kinſman, whoſe unbended knee did thwart. 
Proud Haman's glory, is the fleſhly part; 
The ſober eunuch, that recall'd.to mind 
The new-built gibbet (Haman had divine'd 
For his own ruin) fifty cubits high, 4 
Is luſtfull- -thought-controuling chaſtity; - 
Inſulting Haman is that fleſhly luſt, 14 
Whoſe red-hot fury, for a ſeaſon, muſt [i 
Triumph in pride, and ſtudy how to tread 1 
On Mordecai, till royal Eſther plead. #1 
Great King, thy ſent- for Vaſhti will not come; Fl 
O- let the oil o' th' bleſſed virgin's womb 14 
Cleanſe my poor Efther : look, O look upon her. 11 
With gracious eyes; and let thy beam of honor WH 
So ſcour her captive ſtains, that ſhe may prove 1 
An holy object of thy heav'nly love: ſl 
Anoint her with the ipikenard of thy graces, ny 
Thea try the ſweetneſs of her chaſte embraces : —_ 


Ly ; 
ad : 
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164 E M B L E M S. Boon lv. 
Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed, 

And ſet thy royal crown upon her head; 

If, then, ambitious Haman chance to ſpend 
His ſpleen on Mordecai, that ſcorns to bend 
The wilfull ſtiffneſs of his ſtubborn knee, 

Or baſely crouch to any lord but thee ; 

If weeping Eſther ſhould prefer a groan 

Before the high tribunal of thy throne, 

Hold forth thy golden ſceptre, and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious Lord: 

And let thy royal Eſther be poſſeſtt 

Of hatf thy kingdom, at her dear requeſt : 
Curb luſtfull Haman, him that would diſgrace, 
Nay, raviſh thy fair queen before thy face: 


And as proud Haman was himſelf enſnare'd 


On that ſelf-gibbet which himſelf prepare d; 
So nail my Juſt, both puniſhment and guilt, 
On that dear croſs which mine own luſts have built, 
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Buok IV. 


8. AUGUST. in Ep. 
O Holy Spirit, always inſpire me with Holy works. 


Conftrain me, that I may ds : counſel me, that I may love 


thee; confirm me, that 1 may Held the; cmſerve me, 
that I may wt a vu | 5 


= 


8. AUGUST. ſup. Joan. 


- > TDs ſpirit Iy/ts, where the fleſh reſteth: for as the fab 
4s nouriſhed with 8 things, the ſoira 15 reſreſbed 


with Jour. | 


2063 Wem : bo hh | 

nul ths that t thy fleſh obey thy ſpirit p IR let 
thy ſpirit obey thy G74. Then muſt be 1 that 
thou . * | 


% 


SY! 


*EPIG, 4.57375 


Of mercy and juſtice | is thy kingdom built j 
This plagues my ſin, and that removes my guilt; ; 
Whene'er I ſue, Ahaſuerus-like, decline 


Thy e 0 WG boy, Half my e 8 thine, 
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VII. 


CanTICLES vii. 11. 


Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the Feld, and lit 


us remain in the villages. 


1. 5 | 
CHRIS rx. : „or. 


Chr. COME, come, my dear, and let us both ie, 
And wbiff the dainties of the fragrant field: 

Where warb' ling Phil'mel and the ſhrill- mouth'd choir 

Chant forth their raptures; where the turtle builds 

Her lovely neſt; and where the new- born brier 
Breathes forth the ſweetneſs that her April yields: 

Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try 

Theſe rural delicates; where thou and I 


May melt in gd flames, and fear no o ander-by, 


2. 


Soul. My heart's eternal joy, in lieu of whom 


The earth's a blaſt, and all the world's a.bubble; 
Our city manſion is the faireſt home, 
But country ſweets are tinge'd with leſſer wouble ; ; 
Let's try them both, and chuſe the better; come; 
A change in pleaſure makes the pleaſure double; 
On thy commands depends my go or tarry, 


I'll ſtir with Martha, or I'll ſtay with Mary: 


Our hearts are firmly fixt, altho' our pleaſures vary. 


Chr. 
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ome my Betorved , lot us range the Fields, 


And bete each sneet Det: 


Book IV. E M B L E MS. 167 


Chr. Our country manſion (fituate on high), 
With various objects, ſtill renews delight; 
Her arched roof's of unſtain'd ivory: 
Her walls of fiery-ſparkling chryſolite; 
Her pavement is of hardeſt porphyry; _ 5 
Her ſpacious windows are all glaze'd with bright 
And flaming carbuncles ; no need require 
Titan's faint rays, or Vulcan's feeble fire; 
And ev'ry gate's a pearl; and ev'ry pearl entire, 


Soul. Fool that I was | how were my thoughts deceiy's ! 
How falſely was my fond conceit poſſeſt 
I took it for an hermitage, but pav'd 
And daub'd with neighb'ring dirt, and thatch'd at 
Alas ! I ne'er expected more, nor crav'd ; [ beſt. 
A turtle hope'd but for a turtle's neſt : 
Come, come, my dear, and let no idle ſtay 
Neglect th' advantage of the headſtrong day 
How pleaſure grates, that feels the curb of dull delay ! 


5 


Chr, Come, then, my joy, let our divided paces 
Conduct us to our faireſt territory ; 


O there we'll twine our ſouls in ſweet embraces : 
Soul, And in thine arms T'll tell my paſſion's ſtory. 
Chr. O there II crown thy head with all my graces; 
Soul. And all theſe graces ſhall refle thy glory : 
Chr, O there I'll feed thee with celeſtial manna ; 
P11 be thy Elkanah. Soul. And I thy Hannah. 
Chr. I'll ſound my trump of joy. Soul. And I'll reſound 
[Hoſanna ! 


. BERN. 


9 66 ]W EO 3 — — — — es. 
— — K 
— — 


166 E MB L E MS. Boot Iv. 


8. BERN. 


O bleſſed contemplation ! the death of vices, and the lisa 
F virtues ! thee the law and the prophets admire : wig 
ever attained perfection, if not by thee? O bleſſed ſoli- 
tude, the magazine of celeſtial treaſure ! by thee, things 
earthly and tranſitory are changed into heavenly and eter-. 


S. BERN. in Ep. 
Happy is that houſe, and .bleſſed is that congregation, 
where Martha till complaineth of Mary. 


Ty e, 5 35 
1 3 0 ö * a e e N © >< 
Mechanic ſoul, thou muſt not only do, 


With Martha, but with Mary ponder too: 
Happy's that. houſe where thele fair ſiſters vary ;. 
But moſt, when Martha's reconcile'd to Mary. 
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Book IV. EMBLEM S. FR 
VIII. 


CANTICEELELT i. 3, 4. 


Draw me : we will run after thee, becauſe of the [auzur 
of thy good ointments. 


Hs, like a lump of the corrupted maſs, 
[ lie ſecure, long loſt before I was: 
And, like a block, beneath whoſe burden lies 
That undiſcover'd worm which never dies, 
I have no will to rouſe, 1 have no pow'r to riſe. 


Can ſtinking Lazarus compound or ftrive 
With death's entangling fetters, and revive ? 
Or can the water-bury'd ax implore 
A hand to raiſe it, or itſelf reſtore, 


And from her ſandy deeps approach thedry- foot ſhore ? 


So hard's the taſk for ſinful fleſh and blood 
To lend the ſmalleſt ſtep to what is good. 
My God! I cannot move the leaſt degree: 
Ah ! if but only thoſe that active be, 
None ſhould thy glory ſee, none ſhould thy glory ſee.” 


But if the potter pleaſe t' inform“ the clay, 
Or ſome ſtrong hand remove the block away, 
Their lowly fortunes ſoon are mounted higher; 
That proves a veſſel, which before was mire; 
And this, being hewn, may ſerve for better uſe than fire, 


And if that life-reſtoring voice command 
Dead Laz'rus forth; or that great prophet's hand 
Should charm the ſullen waters, and begin 


To beckon, or to dart a ſtick but in, = 


Dead Laz'rus muſt revive, and th' ax mult float again. 


| * Inform; is e. new- male. 
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Lord, as I am, I have no pow'r at all 
To hear thy voice, or echo to thy call; 
The gloomy clouds of mine own guilt benight me; 
Thy glorious beams, not dainty ſweets invite . 
They neither can direct, nor theſe at all delight me, 


See how my ſin-bemangled body lies, 
Not having pow'r to will, nor will to riſe [ 
Shine home upon thy creature, and inſpire 
My lifelets will with thy regen'rate fire; 
The firſt degree to do, is only to deſire. 


Give me the pow'r to will, the will to do; 

O raiſe me up, and J will ſtrive to go: 
Draw me, O draw me with thy treble twiſt, 
That have no pow'r but merely to reſiſt ; 

O lend me ſtrength to do, and then command thy liſt! 


My ſoul's a clock, whoſe wheels (for want of uſe 
And winding up, being ſubject to th' abuſe 
Ot eating zuſt) want vigour to fulfill 
Her twelve hours taſk, and ſhew her Maker's ſkill, 
But idly ſleeps unmov'd, and ſtandeth vainly ſtill. 


Great God, it is thy work, and therefore good ; 

It thou be pleas'd to cleanſe it with thy blood, 

And wind it up with thy ſoul-moving keys, 

Fler buſy wheels ſha]l ſerve thee all her days; 
Her hand ſhall point thy pow'r, her hammer ſtrike thy 
[ praiſe, 


5 8. BERN. 
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8. BE RN. Ser. xxi. in Cant, 


ment, not in the confidence of our merits, not in the great- 
neſs of our firength * we truſt to run, but in the multi- 
tude of thy mercies; for though we run and are willing, 
it is not in him that willeth, nor in him that runneth, 
but in God that ſbetbeth mercy. O let thy mercy return, 
and we will run + thou, like a giant, runneſt by thy e- 
E poder; abe, unleſs thy ciutment breathe upon us, cannot 
54 rUN, | | 


EPI1G.'8. 
Look not, my watch, being once repair'd, to ſtand 
Expecting motion from thy Maker's hand, 


He'as wound thee up, andcleans'd thy cogs with blood: 
If now thy wheels ſtand ſtill, thou art not good, 


Let us run, let us run, but in the ſavour of thy cint- * 
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2s. E MB L EM S. Boon lv. 


IX. 


CANTICLES viii. 1. 


O that thou wert as my brother, that fucked the breafls 
of my mother ! whe 1 ſhould find thee without, I would 
kiſs thee. | 


| T, | 
OME, come, my bleſfed infant, and immure thee 
Within the temple of my ſacred arms 
Secure mine arms, mine arms ſhall thea ſecure thee 
From Herod's fury, or the high-prieſt's harms; 
Or if thy *danger'd life ſuſtain a loſs, 
My folded arms ſhall turn thy dying croſs, 


2. 
But ah ! what ſavage tyrant can behold 
The beauty of ſo ſweet a face as this is, 
And not himſelf be by himſelf controul'd, 
And change his fury to a thouſand kiſſes? 
One ſm le of thine is worth more mines of treaſure 
Than there were myriads in the days of Czlar, 


Zo 
O had the tetrarch, as he knew thy birth, * 
So known thy ſtock, he had not thought to paddle 
Tn thy dear blood; but, proſtrate on the earth, 
Had veil'd his crown before thy royal cradle, 
And laid the ſceptre of his glory down, 
And begg'd a heav'nly for an earthly crown. 
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Cant: 8.1. 
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Othat my fond emnaſsron a Heart could prove, 
For Thee, the eweetneſs of a Starter Lore / 
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ö FR 
Illuſtrious babe l how is thy handmaid grace'd 
With a rich armfull ! how doſt thou decline 

Thuy majeſty, that wert ſo late embrace'd 

In thy great Father's arms, and now in mine! 
How humbly gracious art thou, to refreſh 
Me with thy ſpirit, and aſſume my fleſh! 


" ; 


But muſt the treaſon of a traitor's hail 
Abuſe the ſweetneſs of theſe ruby lips ? 
Shall marble-hearted cruelty aſſail 7 1/6 
Theſe alabaſter ſides with knotted whips ? 
And muſt theſe ſmiling roſes entertain 
The blows of ſcorn, and flurts of baſe diſdain ? 


5 - 9.4} e830 {yi act... PRES [4.7 $4 | 
Ah | muſt theſe dainty little ſprings “, that twine 
So faſt about thy +'neck, be pierce'd and torn 
With ragged nails; and muſt theſe'brows reſign 
Their crown of glory for a crown of thorn ? 
Ah! muſt the bleſſed infant taſte the pain 
Of death's injurious pangs ; nay, worſe, be flain? 


E od ES =P 
Sweet babe! at what dear rates do wretched I 
Commit a fin ! Lord, ev'ry ſin's a dart; 
And ev'ry treſpaſs let's a jav'lin fly; | 
And ev'ry jav'lin wounds thy bleeding heart: 
Pardon, ſweet babe, what I have done amils ; 
And ſeal that granted pardon with a kiſs. 


o 


* Springs; i. e. ams. + Thy neck; read ny neck. 
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S. BON AVENT. Soliloq, Cap. i. 


1 O feet Jef I knew not that thy kiſſes were | 

3 ſweet, nor thy ſociety ſo delectable, nor thy atiraction jy 
virtuous : for when I loue thee, I am clean; when J 

touch thee, I am chaſte; when I recerve thee, I am 4 

virgin. O meſt feet Jeſs thy embraces defile not, but 

cleanſe ; thy aitraction polluteth not, but ſan#ifieth, 0 

| Jeſu, the fountain of univerſal ſweetneſs, pardon me that 

I Believed ſo late, that ſo much ſweetneſs is in thy em- 

l braces, oh 


N 
SEG 


| JJ 
My burden's greateſt: let not Atlas boaſt: 
Impartial 0 judge which bears the moſt : 
He bears but heavn; my folded arms ſuſtain 
Heav'n's maker, whom heav*n's heav'n cannot contain, 
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Cant: 3.1. 


Teought mv Lover on my Bed U Wight, 
Teought, Cut could not find my Soul Delight. 
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X. 
CAN TI CIES! iii. Ys 


In my bed, by night, 7 "ſought dine whom my ſeal * 
ee Sought | him, but T { found him mh. g | 


H . learned * ynic, * loft the \ way 

To honeſt men, did, in the hejght of ay, 
By taper- light, divide his ſteps about 
The peopled ſtreet, to find this dainty out; 
But fail'd: the Cynic ſearch'd not where he ought 
The thing he ſought for, was not where he ſought. 
The wiſe men's taſk ſeem'd harder to be done, 
The wiſe men did by ſtar-light ſeek the Sun, 
And found : the wiſe men ſearch'd it where they ought ; 


The thing they hope'd to find was where they ſought. 


One ſeeks his wifhes where he ſhould ; but then 
Perehance he ſeeks not as he ſhould, nor when. 
Another ſearches when he ſhould ; but there 
He fails, not. ſeeking as he ſhould, nor where. 
Whoſe ſoul deſires the good it wants, and would 
_ Obtain, muſt ſeek where, as, and when he ſhould. 
How often have my wild affections led 
My waſted foul to this my widow'd bed, 
To ſeek my lover, whom my ſoul defires | 
(I ſpeak not, Cupid, of thy wanton hires : 
Thy fires are all but dying ſparks to mine; 
My flames are full of heav'n, and all divine) 
How often have I ſought this bed by night, 
10 find that greater by this leſſer light 


2 How 


176 EMBLEM S. Book lv. 
How oft have my unwitneſs'd groans lamented 
Thy deareſt abſence ! ah ! how often vented 

The bitter tempeſts of deſpairing breath, 

And toſs'd my ſoul upon the waves of death! 
How often has my melting heart made choice 

Of ſilent tears (tears louder than a voice) 

To plead my grief, and woo thy abſent ear! 
And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear, 

O is thy wonted love become ſo cold? 8 
Or do mine eyes not ſeek thee where they ſhould ? 
Why do I ſeek thee, if thou art not here ? 
Or find thee not, if thou art ev'ry-where ? 

I ſee my error: *tis not ſtrange I could not 

Find out my love; I ſought him where I ſhould not. 
Thou art not found on downy beds of eaſe ; 
Alas! thy muſic ſtrikes on harder keys: 

Nor art thou found by that falſe feeble light 
Of nature's candle; our Egyptian night 

Is more than common darkneſs ; nor can we 
Expect a morning but what breaks from thee, 
Well may my empty bed bewail thy loſs, 
When thou art lodg*d upon thy ſhameful crols : 
If thou refuſe to ſhare a bed with me, 

We'll never part, L'Il ſhare a croſs with thee, 


ANSELM, 


" 


Book IV. E MB L E M 8. 177 


ANSELM. in Protolog. i. 


Lord, if thou art not preſent, where ſhall I ſeek thee 

#b/ent ? if every-where, why do J not ſee thee preſent ? 

Thou dwelleſt in light inacceſſible ; and where is that in- 

acceſſuble light? or how ſhall J have acceſs to light inacce/= 
fible? I beſeech thee, Lord, teach me to ſeek thee, and 
ſhew thyſelf to the ſerker : becauſe I can neither ſeek thee, 
unleſs thou teach me; nor find thee, unleſs thou ſhew thy- 

felf to me : let me ſeek thee in deſiring thee, and deſire 

thee in ſeeking thee : let me find thee in loving thee, and 
lave thee in finding thee. $4 


„„ * » + - i ( 
Where ſhouldſt thou ſeek for reſt, but in thy bed ? 
But now thy reſt is gone, thy reſt is led: 
Tis vain to ſeek him there: my ſoul, be wiſe; 


Go aſk thy ſins, they'll tell thee where he lies. 
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| CanTicizs iii. 2, 


T will r 705 and go about the city, and will- -ſeek him 
whom my ſoul loveth 1 fought him, but J found bim 
nol, 


** 


0 How my ee ſoul's perp has: [breaſt 

How reſtleſs thoughts ſwarm in 'my troubled 

How vainly pleas'd with hopes, then croſsly vext 
With fears! and how betwixt them both diftreſt ! 


What place is left unranſack'd ? Oh ! where next 


Shall I go ſeek the author of my reſt? 
Of 42 bleſs'd angel ſhall my lips inquire 
The undiſcover'd way to that intire 


And everlaſting ſolace of my heart's delire? - 


2. 


Look how the ſtricken hart, that, wounded, flies 


O'er hills and dales, and ſeeks the lower grounds 


For running ſtreams, the whilſt his weeping eyes 


Beg ſilent mercy from the foll'wing hounds ; 
At length, emboſt *, he droops, drops down, and lies 
Beneath the burden of his bleeding wounds : 
Ev'n ſo my gaſping ſou], diflolv'd in tears, 
Doth ſearch for thee, m y God, whoſedeafen'dears 
Leave me th' unranſom'd ooh 'ner to my panic fears. 


* Emboſt ; i, e. tak ing to cover. 
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1 3. 
Where have my buſy eyes not pry'd ? O where, 
Of whom hath not my thread-bare tongue de- 
I ſearch'd this glorious city; he's not here: [manded? 
J ſought the country; ſhe ſtands empty-handed ; 
I ſearch'd the court; he is a ſtranger there : 
1 aſtꝭ d the land; he's ſhipp'd : the ſea; he's landed: 
I climb the air, my thoughts began t' aſpire ; 
But ah! the wings of my too bold deſire, 
Soaring too near the ſun, were ſindg d with ſacred fire, 
I mov'd the merchant's ear, alas ! but he 
Knew neither what I ſaid, nor what to ſay:; 
I aſk'd the lawyer, he demands a fee, 
And then demurs me with a vain delay: 
I aſk'd the ſchoolman, his advice was free, 
But ſcore*d me out too intricate a way: 
T -afk'd the watchman (beft of all the four), 
Whoſe gentle anſwer could reſolve no more, 
But that he lately left him at the temple- door. 


| | 5. | | 
Thus having ſought, and made my great inqueſt 
In ev'ry place, and ſearch'd in ev'ry ear, 
I threw me on my bed; but ah! my reſt 
Was poiſon'd with th' extremes of grief and fear; 
Where looking down into my troubled breaſt, 
The magazine of wounds, I found him there: 
Let others hunt, and ſhew their ſportful art; 
I wiſh to catch the hare before ſhe ſtart, : 
As poachers uſe to do; Heav'n's form“ 's a troubled 
. | „ [heart. 
* Form (a hunting term); i. e. where the hare ſits, 
33% ge fend S. AM- 
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8. AM BROS. Lib. iii. de Virg. 

Chriſt is not in the market, nor in the fireets.: fer 
Chriſt « peace, in the market are Air 1668 Chrift is juftice, 
in the market 1s iniquity : Chrift is a labourer, in the 
market is idleneſs : Cbriſt is charity, in the market is 

ander Chriſt is faith, in the market is fraud. Let us 


not therefore ſeek brift, where we cannot find Chri/l. 


s. HIE RON, Ser. ix. Ep. 22. ad Euſtoch. 


Jeſus is jealous : he will not have thy face feen © lei 
fooliſh wirgins ramble - abroad ; ſeek thou thy love at 
home. 


EPIG. 11. 


What, loſt thy love? will neither bed nor board 
Receive him ? not by tears to be implore'd ? 

It is the ſhip that moves, and not the coaſt ; 

I fear, I fear, my ſoul, * thou art loſt. 
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XII. 


CAN TIL ES ii, 3, 4. 


Have you ſeen him whom my ſoul loveth ? When I had 
paſſed a little from them, then I found him; I took 
hald on him, and left him not. 


. 
WHAT ſecret corner ? what unwonted way 
Has ſcap'd the ranſack of my rambling thought? 
The fox by night, nor the dull owl by day, 

Have never ſearch'd thoſe places I have ſought, 
Whilſt thy lamented abſence taught my breaft 
'The ready road to grief, without requeſt ; 

My day had neither comfort, nor my night had reſt. 


2. 
How hath my unregarded language vented 
The ſad tautologies of | Javiſh paſſion! 
How often have I languiſh'd unlamented ! 
How oft have I complain'd, without compaſſion 1 
I aſk*d the city-watch, but ſome deiiy'd me | me; 
The common ſtreet, whilſt others would mi guide 
Some would debar me; ſome divert me; ſome deride me. 


Mark how the widow'd turtle, having loft 
'The faithful partner of her loyal heart, 
Stretches her feeble wings from coaſt to coaſt, 
Hunts ev'ry path; thinks ev'ry ſhade doth part 
Her abſent love and her; at length, unſped, 
She re-betakes her to her lonely bed, 
And there bewails her everlaſting widow-head. 


Vol, I. [N*6] Q 80 
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5 1 
So when my ſoul had progre(s'd ev'ry place 
That love and dear affection could contrive, 


I threw me on my couch, reſolv'd t' embrace 


A death for him in whom I ceas'd to live: 
But there injurious Hymen did preſent 
His landſcape joys; my pickled eyes did vent 
Full ſtreams of briny tears, tears never to be ſpent. 


Whilſt thus my ſorrow-waſting ſoul was feeding 


Upon the rad*cal humour of her thought, | ing, 
Ev'n whilſt mine eyes were blind, and heart was bleed- 
He that was ſought, unfound, was found, unſought: 
As if the ſun ſhould dart his orb of light 
Into the ſecrets of the black-brow'd night: 


Ev'n ſo appear'd my love, my ſole, my ſoul's, delight. 


6. 
O how mine eyes, now raviſh'd at the fight 
Of my bright ſun, ſhot flames of equal fire ! 
Ah ! how my ſoul diſſolv'd with o'er-delight, 
To re-enjoy the crown of chaſte Jeſire | 
How ſov'reign joy.depos'd and diſpoſſeſs'd 
Rebellious grief! and how my raviſh'd breaſt—— 
But who can *xpreſs thoſe heights, that cannot be ex- 
: [preſs'd ! 


O how theſe arms, theſe greedy arms did twine ” 


And ſtrongly twiſt about his yielding waiſt! 
The ſappy branches of the Theſpian vine 
Ne'er cling their leſs beloved elm ſo faſt. 
Boaſt not thy flames, blind boy, thy feather'd ſhot; 
Let Hymen's eaſy ſnarls be quite forgot: [ Kknot. 


Time cannot quench our fires, nor death diſſolve our 


ORIG. 
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ORIG. Hom. x. in diverſ. 
O moſt holy Lord, and fweets/t maſter, how good art 


thou to thaſe that are of upright heart, and humble ſpirit 1 
0 how bleſſed are they that ſeek thee with a ſimple heart! 


hw happy, that truſt in thee! It is a moſt certain truth, 
that thou loveſi all that love thee, and never forſakefl 
thoſe that truſt in thee : for behold thy love famply ſought 
thee, and undiubtedly found thee + ſhe truſted in thee, and 
is not forſaken of thee ; but hath obtained more by thae, 
than Fa expected from thee, 1 


BE D A in Cap. ol. Cant, 


The longer I was in finding whom 1 ſought, the mare 
earneſtly I beheld him being found, | 


EPIG. 12. 


What! found him out? let ſtrong embraces bind him; 
He'll fly, perchance, where tears can never find him : 
New fins will loſe what old repentance gains. 
Wiſdom not only gets, but, got, retains. 
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This ſecret ſaint in ſacred ſhrines of ſov'reign gold? 
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XIII. 
PSALM Ixxiii, 28. 


I is good for me to draw near to God, I have put my 
truſ in the Lord Ged. 


WE: is that good, which wiſe men pleaſe to 
The chiefeſt? doth there any ſuch befall [call 
Within man's reach ? or is there ſuch a good at all ? 


184 


If ſuch there be, it neither muſt expire, 
Nor change; than which there can be e ngh 
Such good muſt be the utter point of man's deſire. 


It is the mark, to which all hearts muſt tend; 
Can be deſired for no other end, 


Than for itſelf, on which all other goods depend. 


What may this exc'lence be? doth it ſubſiſt 
A real eſſence clouded in the miſt 
Of curious art, or clear to ev'ry eye that liſt ? 


Or is't a tart idea, to procure | 
An edge, and keep the practic ſoul in ure *, [ture ? 
Like that dear chymic duſt ?, or puzzling quadra- 


Where ſhall I ſeek this good ; where ſhall I find 


This cath'lic pleaſure, whoſe extremes may bind 
My thoughts, and fill the gulf of my inſatiate mind ? 


Lies it in treaſure? in full heaps untold ? 
Dath gouty Mammon's griping hand infold 


® Ure; i. e. exerciſe, - + Chymic duſt; i. e. the philoſopher's 
ſtone, ſuppoſed to turn all metals to gold, 1 Puzzling quadrature ; 

i, e. ſquaring the circle. 
: No, | 
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Pſalm 73-28. | 


To my Souls Lord have Tat length dramn near, 
With hum my Anchors l Tneed not fear: 
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No, no, ſhe lies not there; wealth often ſours 
In keeping; makes us hers, in ſeeming ours; 
She ſlides from heav'n indeed, but not inDanae'sſhow'rs, 


Lives ſhe in honor? No. The royal crown 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down: 
Kings raiſe thee with a (mile, and raze thee with a frown. 


In pleaſure? No. Pleaſure begins in rage; 
Acts the fool's part on earth's uncertain ſtage ; 
Begins the play in youth, and epilogues in age. 


Theſe, theſe are baſtard goods; the beſt of theſe 
Torment the ſoul with pleaſing it; and pleaſe, 
Like waters gulp'd in fevers, with deceitful eaſe. 


Earth's flatt'ring dainties are but ſweet diſtreſſes: 
Mole-hills perform the mountains ſhe profeſles ; 
Alas! can earth confer more good than earth poſſeſſes ? 


Mount, mount, my foul, and let my thoughts caſhier 
Earth's vain delights, and make thy fuli career 
At heav'n's eternal joys ; ſtop, ſtop, thy courſer there, 


There ſhall thy ſoul poſfeſs uncareful treaſure, 
There ſhalt thou ſwim in never-fadiiig pleaſure 
And blaze in honor far above the frowns of Cælar. 


Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefeſt good, no need to call 
For earth's inferior traſh ; thou, thou art all in all! 


Q 3 8. AU- 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloa, Cap. Xxili, | 
I follow this thing, I purſue that, but I am filled with 


nothing. But when I found thee, who art that immuta- 
ble, individed, and only good in thyſelf, what I obtained, 
1 wanted not; for what I obtained not, I grieved not; 


with what I was poſſef?, my whole deſire was ſatisfied, 


S. BERN. Ser. ix. ſup. Beati qui habent, &c, 
Let others pretend merit; let him brag of the burden 
of the day; let him beaſt of his ſabbath faſts, and let him 
glory that he is not as other men : but for me, it is good 


10 cleave unto the Lord, and to put my truſt in my Lord 
Ged, 


EPIG. 13. 


Let Boreas? blaſts and Neptune's waves be join'd, 
Thy Molus commands the waves, the wind: 
Fear not the rocks, or world's imperious waves; 


Thou climb'it a Rock, my ſoul, a Rock that faves, 
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XIV, 


CANTICLES ii. 3. 


I fat under bis ſhadow with great delight, and his fruit 
| was ſweet to my taſte. 


I, | | 
199 how the ſheep, whoſe rambling ſteps do ſtray 
From the ſafe bleſſing of her ſhepherd's eyes, 
Eftſoon * becomes the unprotected prey 
To the wing'd ſquadron of beleag'ring flies; 
Where, ſwelter'd with the fcorching beams of day, 
She friſks from buſh to brake, and wildly flies away 
From her own ſelf, ev'n of herſelf afraid; 
She ſhrouds her troubled brows in ev'ry glade, 
And craves tie mercy of the ſoft removing ſhade. 
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Ev'n ſo my wand'ring ſou], that hath digreſs'd 1 
From her great Shepherd, is the hourly prey ; 
Of all my fins ; theſe vultures in my bre 13 
Gripe my Promothean heart ; both night, and day 
I hunt from place to place, but find no reſt; 
know not where to go, nor where to ſtay ; 
The eye of vengeance burns, her flames invade 
My fwelt'ring ſoul : my ſou] hath oft aſſay'd, 
Yet ſhe can find no ſhroud +, yet can ſhe feel no ſhade ! 9 


334 Res 5 4 
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* Fftſoen ; i. e. preſently, | 4 
Þ+ Shroud ; i. e. covering. | | | 
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.. Js 
I ſought the ſhades of mirth, to wear away 
My flow-pace'd hours of ſoul-conſuming grief; 


I ſearch'd the ſhades of ſleep, to eaſe my day 


Of griping forrows with a night's reprieve. _ 
I ſought the ſhades of death; thought there t' allay 
My final torments with a full relief : 
But mirth, nor ſleep, nor death, can hide my hours 
In the falſe ſhades of their deceitful bow'rs ; ; 

The firſt diſtracts, the next diſturbs, the laſt devours. 


4+ 
Where ſhall I turn? to whom ſhall I apply me? 
Are there no ſtreams where a faint ſoul may wade ? 
Thy Godhead, JESsus, are the flames that fry me; 
Hath thy all-glorious Deity ne'er a ſhade, 
Where I may fit, and vengeance never eye me; 
Where I might fit refreſh'd or unafraid ? 
Is there no comfort ? is there no refection &? 
Is there no cover that will give protection 1 
T' a fainting ſoul, the ſubje of thy wrath's reflection? 


8.5 

Look up, my ſoul, advance the lowly ſtature 
Of thy ſad thoughts; advance thy humble eye: 

See, here's a ſhadow found: the human nature 
Is made th' umbrella to the Deity, 

To catch the ſun-beams of thy juſt Creator: 
Beneath this covert thou may'ſt ſafely lie: 

Permi: thine eyes to climb this fruitful tree, 

As quick Zaccheus did, and thou ſhalt fee 

A cloud of dying fleſh betwixt thoſe beams and thee, 


® Reſefion; i, e. refrelhment, 


Ul. 
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G UI L. in Cap. ii. Cant. 
ho can endure the ſierce rays of the Sun of juſtice © 
who ſhall not be conſumed by his beams © Therefore the 


Sun of juſtice took fleſh, that, thraugh the conjunttion of 
that Sun and this human body, a ſhadow may be made. 


S. AUGUST. Med. Cap. xxxir. 
Lord, let my foul be free from the ſearching thoughts of 
I the world, under the covert of thy wings, that, being re- 
freſhed by the moderation of thy ſhadow, ſbe may ſing 
merrily, In peace will I lay me down and reft, 


f E PIG. 14. | 
IJ Ah! treach'rous foul, would not thy pleaſures give 
That Lord, which made thee living, leave to live? 
See what thy fins have done: thy fins have made 
I The Sun of glory now become thy ſhade, 
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XV. 


PSALM cxxxvii. 4. 


How fhall we ſing the ſong of the Lord in a ſtrange 


RGE me no more: this airy mirth belongs 

| To better times: theſe times are not for fongs. 
The ſprightly twang of the melodious lute 
Agrees not with my voice: and both unſuit - 
My untune'd * fortunes : the affected meaſure 
Of ſtrains, that are conſtrain'd, afford no pleaſure, 
Muſic's the child of mirth; where griefs aſſail 
The troubled ſoul, both voice and fingers fail: 
Let ſuch as reyel out their laviſh days 
In honourable riot; that can raife 
Dejected hearts, and conjure up a ſp'rit 
Of madneſs by the magic of delight; 
Let thoſe of Cupid's hoſpital, that lie 
Impatient patients to a ſmiling eye, 
That cannot reſt, until vain hope beguile 
Their flatter*d torment with a wanton ſmile : 
Let ſuch redeem their peace, and ſalve the wrongs 
Of froward fortune with their frolick ſongs : 
My grief, my grief's too great for ſmiling eyes 

o cure, or counter-charms to exorciſe. 
The raven's diſmal croaks, the midnight howls 
Of empty wolves mix'd with the ſcreech of owls, 
The nine fad knolls of a dull paſſing bell, 
With the loud language of a nightly knell, 


* Untune'd foriunes; i. e. ſorrowful circumſtances. 


And 
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Pſalm. 137. 4. 
Hom hall we here reneal he 9J lorwwus SO12g 35 
To other Lands wnich wacred Themes belong. 
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And horrid outcries of revenged crimes, 
Join'd in a medley's muſic for theſe times; 5 
Theſe are no times to touch the merry ſtring 
Of Orpheus; no, theſe are no times to ſing. 
Can hide- bound pris' ners, that have ſpent their ſouls 
And famiſh'd bodies in the noiſome holes 
Of hell- black dungeons, apt * their rougher throats, 
Grown hoarſe with begging alms, to warble notes ? 
Can the ſad pilgrim, that hath loſt his way 
In the vaſt deſert; there condemn'd a prey 
To the wild ſubject, or his ſavage king; 
Rouſe up his valfy-ſmitien ſp'rits, aid ling ? 
Can I a pilgrim, and a pris'ner too, 
Alas! where I am neither known, nor know 
Aught but my torments, an unranſom'd ſtranger 
In this ſtrange climate, in a land of danger? 
O, can my voice be pleaſant, or my hand, 
Thus made a pris'ner to a foreign land ? 
How can my muſic reliſh in your ears, 
That cannot ſpeak for ſobs, nor fing for tears? 
Ah ! if my voice could, Orpheus-like, unſpell 
My poor Eurydice, my ſoul, from hell 
Of earth's miſconftru'd heav'n, O then my breaſt 
Should warble airs, whoſe rhapſodies ſhould feaſt 
The ears of ſeraphims, and entertain = 
Heav'n's higheſt Deity with their lofty ſtrain ; 

A ſtrain well drench'd in the true Theſpian well: 
Till then, earth's ſemiquaver +, wealth, farewell. 


* Apt; 1. e. adapt, or fit. 
+ Semiguaver; a time in muſic. 
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S. AUGUST. Med. Cap. xxxiii. 


O infinitely hapty are thoſe heavenly virtues, which are 
able to praiſe thee in holineſs and purity with exceſſive 
ſweetneſs, and unutterable exaltation ! From thence they 
prarfe thee, from whence they rejoice, becauſe they continu- 
ally ſee for what they rejoice, for what they praiſe thee : 
but we, preſs'd down with this burden of fleſh, far re- 
moved from thy countenance in this pilgrimage, and blown 
up with worldly vanities, cannot worthily praiſe thee : 

we praiſe thee by faith, not face to face; but thoſe ange- 
| tical ſpirits praiſe thee face to face, and not by faith. 


3 5 EP IG. 15. 
Did I refuſe to ſing ? Said I, theſe times 
Were not for ſongs ; nor muſic for theſe cl;mes 7 
It was my error : are not groans and tears 
Harmonious raptures in th' Almighty's ears ? 
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—_—_ 
FIFTH BOOK. 

l. 


CANnTICLEs v. 8. 


charge | you, O daughters of Jeruſalem, if you find my 
beloved, that you tell him that I am ſick of love, 


9 5 1. 
OU holy virgins, that ſo oft ſurround | 
The city's ſapphire walls; whoſe ſnowy feet 
Meaſure the pearly paths of facred ground, 
And trace the new Jeruſ'lem's jaſper ſtreet; 
Ah ! you whoſe care-forſaken hearts are crown'd 
With your beſt wiſhes ; that enjoy the ſweet 
Of all your hopes; if e'er you chance to ſpy 
My abſent Love, O tell him that I lie F[eye. 
Deep-wounded with the flames that furnace'd from his 


; | 2. 
1 charge you, virgins, as you hope to hear 
The heav*nly muſic of your Lover's voice; 
J charge you, by the ſolemn faith you bear 
To plighted vows, and to that loyal choice 
Of your affections, or, if aught more dear 
You hold; by Hymen, by your marriage joys; 
I charge you, tell him, that a flaming dart, 
Shot from his eye, hath pierce'd my bleeding heart, 
And I am ſick of love, and languiſh in my ſmart. 
vol. I. [N*6] „ „ 


104; BM 5 L EMS. Boon v. 


7 
Tell TRY O tell him, how my panting breaſt 
Is ſcorch'd with flames, and how my ſoul is pine'd; 
Tell him, O tell him, how I lie oppreft 
With the full torment of a troubled mind ; 
O tell him, tell him, that he loves in jeſt, 
Hut I in earneſt; tell him he's unkind : 
But if a diſcontented frown appears 
Upon his angry brow, accoſt his ears 
With ſoft and fewer words, and act the reſt i in tears, 


4. 
O tell 1 that his cruelties deprive 
My ſoul of peace, while peace in vain ſhe ſeeks; 
Tell Iraq thofe damaſk roſes that did ſtrive = 
With white, both fade upon my fallow cheeks ; 
Tell him, no token doth proclaim I live, 
But tears, and ſighs, and ſobs, and ſudden ſhrieks; 
Thus if your piercing words ſhould chance to bore 
: His heark'ning ear, and move a ſigh, give o'er 
To ſpeak; and tel] . tell e that I could no more. 


1 

If your elegious * W 0 ſhould hap' to rouſe 

A happy tear, cloſe harb'ring in his eye, 
Then urge his plighted faith, the ſacred vows, 
Which neither I can break, nor he deny; 
Bewail the torment of his loyal ſpouſe, 
That for his ſake would make a ſport to die: 

O bleſſed virgins, how my paſſion tires 

Beneath the burden of her fond deſires | ¶ fires! 


Hleav'n never ſhot ſuch flames, earth never felt ſuch 


* Ein, 3 i. e. plaintive or complaining 0 


55 AU- 
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S. AUGUST. Med. Cap. xl. 

IVhat ſhall T ſay ® what ſpall I do? whither fhall I 
go? where ſhall I jeek him ? or when ſhall I find bim! 
whom ſhall I aſe ? who will tell my Bejoved, that I am 
fich of love? 


GULIEL. in Cap. v. Cant. 


T live, but not I. it is my Beloved that liveth in me : 
I live myſelf, not with my own love, but with the love of 
my Beloved that Ioveth me + I love not myſelf in my/el}, 
but myſelf in him, and him in me, 


; > IO As > I TEL w; 


E PI G. | 


Grieve not, my ſoul, nor let thy love wax faint : 
Weep'ſt thou to loſe the cauſe of thy complaint? 
He'll come; love ne'er was bound to times nor laws: 
Till then, thy tears complain without a cauſe, 


196 EMBLEMS, Boeox v. 


H. 


CANTICLES ii. ;. 


Stay me with flowers , and comfort me with apples; far 
| | J am ſict of love. 


I, 
FN Tyrant love | how doth thy ſov'reign pow'r 
Subject poor ſouls to thy imperious thra)l ! 
They ſay, thy cup's compos'd of ſweet and four ; 
They ſay, thy diet's honey mix'd with pall ; 
How comes it then to pals, theſe lips of ours 
Still trade in bitter; taſte no ſweet at all? 
O tyrant love | ſhall our perpetual toil | 
Ne'er find a ſabbath to refreſh a while [ſmile? 
Our drooping ſouls ? art thou all frowns, and ne'er a 


2. 

You bleſſed maids of honour, that frequent 
The royal courts of our renown'd Jehove, 
With flow'rs reſtore my ſpirits faint and ſpent ; 
O fetch me apples from love's fruitful grove, 

To cool my palate, and renew my ſcent, 
For I am ſick, for I am ſick of love: 

Theſe will revive my dry, my waſted pow'ts, 
And they will ſweeten my unſav'ry hours; 
Refreſh me then with fruit, and comfort me with 

| e | [flow'rs. 


2 The word, in our modern bibles, is faggons, 


O bring 
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O bfing me apples to aflwage that fire, 

Which, Atna-like- inflames my flaming breaſt; 
Nor is it ev'ry apple I deſire, 

Nor that which pleaſes ev'ry palate beſt : 
'Tis not the laſting deuzan“ I require, 

Nor yet the red-cheek'd: queening * [ requeſt : 
Nor that which firſt beſhrew'd + the name of wife, 
Nor that whoſe beauty caus'd the golden ſtrife; 

No, _y bring me an apple from the tree of life. 


| 4. 

Virgins, tuck up your ſilken laps, and fill ye 
With the fair wealth of Flora's magazine; 

The purple violet, and the pale- face d Nx: 
The panſy and the or gan cel: hin 

The flow'ring thyme, the oilt-bowl. daffodilly ; ; 

The lowly pink, che doicy egal IIS: 
The bluſhing roſe, the queen of flow'rs, and beſt 
Of Flora's beauty; but, above the reſt, { breatt, 

by Jello s ſov'reign flow'r perfume my qualming 


* 


Haſte, . baſte, for I tis wank, AN Faint 
Beneath the pangs of love; why ſtand ye mute, 
As if your ſilence neither care'd to grant, 
Nor yet your language to deny my ſuit? 
Ns key can lock the door of my complaint, 
Until I ſmell this flow'r, or taſte that fruit. 
Go, virgins, ſeek this tree, and (earch that bow'r; 
O how my ſoul ſhall bleſs that happy hour, 
That brings to me ſuch fruit, that brings me ſuch a 


| [fow'r! 
* Deuzan, queeningz names of different ſorts of ys 
= Bejbrew'd, i. e. curled, 


4 Zlin; 3 alluding to Chriſt, the Son of 7. N. 
K 3 GIS TEN. 
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GIS TEN. in Cap. ii. Cant. Expoſ. 3. 

O happy ſickneſs, where the infirmity is not to death 

but to life, that God may be glorified by it ! O hapjy 

Jever, that proceedeth not from a conſuming, but a cal- 
cining fire! O happy diſtemper, wherein the ſoul relifheth 


no .carthly things, but only ſavoureth divine nouriſb- 
ment 


8. BE RN. Serm. li. in Cant. 


By flowers, underſtand faith; by fruit, good works : 
As the i auer or bloſſom is, before the fruit, ſo is faith 

before good works : ſo neither is the fruit without the 
flower, nor good works without faith, 


EPIG. 2. 
Why apples, O my ſoul ? can they remove 
'The pains of grief, or eaſe the flames of love? 


It was that fruit which gave the firſt offence : | 
That ſent him hither ; that remoy'd him hence, 
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1 III. 


CANTI CLES ii. 16. 


mM beloved i is mine, and I am his; he ' feedeth among the 
lilies. | 


I. 


VN like two little bank-dividing brooks, 
Thatwaſh the pebbles with their wanton ſtreams, 


And having * e'd and ſearch'd a thouſand nooks, 


Meet both at length in filyer-breaſted Thames, 
WMbere in a greater current they conjoin: 
So 1 my beſt beloved's am, 500 he is mine. 


* : 2. 6 

Ev'n fa we met; and,.after long purſuit, 

Ev'n ſo we join'd, we both became entire; 
No need for either to renew a ſuit, | 

Fer I was flax, and he was flames of fire. 


Our firm united ſouls did more than twine: 
So J. my beſt beloved's am; fo he is mine. 


1 
If all thoſe glitt ring monarchs that command 
The ſervile quarters of this earthly ball, 
Should tender, in exchange, their ſhares of land, 
I would not change my fortunes * for them all: 
Their wealth is but a counter to my coin; 
The world's but theirs: but my Beloved's mine, 


* + All Copies read Artes; 


8 8 Nay, 
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4. 
Nay, more; if the fair Theſpian ladies all 
Should heap. together their diviner treaſure, 
That treaſure'ſhoutd be deem'd a price too ſmall 
- To buy a minute's leaſe of half my pleaſure; 
?Tis not the ſacred wealth of all the Nine 
Can buy my heart from him; or his from being mine, 


5. 
Nor time, nor place, nor chance *, nor death can bow 
My leaſt deſires unto the leaſt remove: | 
He's firmly mine, by oath'; I his, by vow: - 
He's mine, by faith; and I am his, by love: 
He's mine, by water; I am his, by wine: 
Thus I my beſt beloved's am; thus he is mine. 


5 
He is mine altar; I, his holy place: 
I am his gueſt; and he my living food: 
I'm his, by penitence ; he mine, by grace: 
I'm his, by purchaſe ;. he is mine, by blood: 
He's my ſupporting elm; and | his vine: 
Thus I my beſt beloved's am; thus he is mine. 


He giyes me wealth; I give him all my vows: 
give him ſongs; he gives me length of days: 
Wich wreaths of grace he crowns my conqu'ring brows z 
And J his temples with a crown of praiſe, 
Which he accepts: an everlaſting ſign, 
That I my beſt beloved's am; that he is mine. 


* In all editions, the author's word is chance, 


8. A Us 
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8. AUGUST, Manu. Cap. xxiv. 


O my ſoul, ftamp'd with the image of thy God, love 
him, of whom thou art ſo much beloved : bend to him, 
that bendeth to thee ; ſeek him, that ſeeketh thee : love the 
lover, by whaſe love thou art prevent ed; begin tbe cauſe 
of thy love be careful with thoſe that are careful, want 
with thaſe that want ; be clean with the clean, and haly 


with the haly : chuſe this friend above all friends, who, 


when all are taken away, remaineth only faithful to thee : 
in the day of thy burial, when all leave thee, be will not 

deceive thee, but defend thee from the roaring lions pre- 
pared for their prey, 


a EPIG, © 
Sing, Hymen, to my ſoul: what, loſt and found ? 


 Welcome'd, eſpous'd, enjoy'd fo ſoon, and crown'd! 


He did but climb the croſs, and then came down 
To th' gates of hell; triumph'd, and fetch d a crown, 


CAN TICLES 


Fain wou 
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Mo 
| CANTICLES vii. 10, 
I am my beloved's, and his * ts towards me. 


IKE to the arctic OY that doth guile 
The wand'ring ſhade by his magnetic pow'r, 
And leaves his filken gnomon to decide 
The queſtion of the controverted hour, 
Firſt frantics up and down from fide to fide, © 
And, reſtleſs, beats his cryſtal'd iv'ry caſe, 
With vain impatience jets & from place to place, 
And ſeeks the boſom of his frozen bride, -* 
At length he ſlacks his motion, and doth reſt 
His trembling point at his ey my 8 * breaſt. 


FA 


1 0 
Ev'n ſo my ſoul, "ie n ha and there, 

By ev'ry obj ect that preſents delight, 1 

aſd. be be ſettled, but ſhe knows not es ; : | 

She likes at morning what the loathes at night : 24 


| She bows to honor; then ſhe lends an ear 


To that ſweet ſwan-like voice of dying pleaſure, 
| "Then tumbles in the ſcatter'd heaps of treaſure; 
Now flatter'd with falſe hope; now-foil'd with fear: 

Thus finding all the world's delight to be 


But em 1pty toys, good God | ſhe points alone to thee, 


J- 
But hath the virtue'd + feel a pow'r to move? 


Or can the untouch'd needle point aright ? 
Or can my wand'ring thoughts forbear to rove, 
Unguided by the virtue of thy Sp'rit ? 


* Fets; i. e. hops as 2 bird. + Virtue'd ſteel; i. e. the mariner's 


needle. : 
O hath 
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O hath my leaden ſoul the art t' improve 

Her waſted talent, and, unrais'd, aſpire 

In this ſad moulting time of her deſire ? 
Not firſt belov'd, have I the pow'r to love; 

I cannot ſtir, but as thou pleaſe to move me; 
Nor can my heart return thee love, until thou love me. 


The ſtill commandreſs of the filent night 
Borrows her beams from her bright brother's eye : 
His fair aſpe& fills her ſharp horns with light; 
If ke withdraw, her flames are quench'd and die: 
Ev'n ſo the beams of thy enlight'ning Sp'rit, 
| Infus'd and ſhot into my dark deſire. 
Inflame my thoughts, and fill my ſoul with fire, 
That | am raviſh'd with a new delight;  _ 
By if thou ſhroud “ thy face, my glory fades, 
And I remain a nothing, all compos'd of ſhades, 


5. 
Eternal God ! O thou that only art 
The ſacred fountain of eternal light, 
And bleſſed loadſtone of my better part, 
O thou, my heart's deſire, my ſoul's delight! 
Reflect upon my ſoul, and touch my heart, 
And then my heart ſhall prize no good above thee; 
And then my ſoul ſhall know thee; knowing, love 
And then my trembling thoughts ſhall never ſtart [thee; 
From thy commands, or ſwerve the leaſt degree, 
Or once preſume to move, but as they move in thee. 


* Shroud ; i. e. hide. 


N 8. K. 


—— — ] — 
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8. AUGU S T. Med. Cap. iv. 


If man can love man with ſo intire affection, that thy 
one can ſcarce brook the other's abſence; if a bride can 
be jointd to her bridegroom with ſo ' great an ardency 
of mind, that, for the extremity of love, ſhe can enjry 
no reſt, nor ſuffer his abſence without great anxiety , 
with what affettion, with what fervency, ought the ſoul, 
whom thou haſt eſpouſed 21 th and cope to love 
thee her true God, and glirious bridegroom ] 


1 


; | - EPIG. _ * FR 
My ſoul, thy love is dear: twas thought a good 
And eaſy pen' worth of thy Saviour's blood: 
But be not proud; all matters rightly ſcann'd, 
*T was over- bought: twas ſold at ſecond-hand, 
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V. 
CANTICLES v. 6. 


My foul melted whilf1 my beloved ſpake. 


ORD, has the feeble voice of fleſh and blood 
The pow'r to work thine ears into a flood 
Of melted mercy ? or the ſtrength t unlock 
The gates of heav'n, and to diſſolve a rock 
Of marble clouds into a morning ſhow'r ? 
Or hath the breath of whining duſt the pow'r 
T'o ſtop or ſnatch a falling thunderbolt 
From thy fierce hand, and make thy hand revolt 
From SEE confulion; and, inſtead 
Of vials, pour full bleſſings on our head? 
Or ſhall the wants of famiſh'd ravens cry, 
And move thy mercy to a quick ſupply ? 
Or ſhall the ſilent ſuits of drooping flow'rs 
Woo thee for drops, and be refreſh'd with ſhow'rs ? 
Alas! what marvel then, great God, what wonder, 
If thy hell-rouſing voice, that ſplits | in ſunder 
The braſen portals of eternal death; 
What wonder if that life reſtoring breath 
Which dragg'd me from tit? infernal ſhades of night, 
Should melt my ravith'd ſoul with o'er-delight ? 
O can my frozen gutters chooſe but run, 
That feel the warmth of ſuch a glorious ſun ? 
Methinks his language, like a flaming arrow, 
oth pierce my bones, and meits their wounded mar- 
Crow. 


Vor. I. F 8 | Thy 


„ EMBLEMS. Boon u. 
Thy flames, O Cupid (though the joyful heart 


Feels neither tang of grief, nor fears the ſmart 
Of jealous doubts, but drunk with full deſires), 
Are torments, weigh'd with theſe celeſtial fires ; 
Pleaſures that raviſh in ſo high a meaſure, 

That Q TI languiſh in exccſs of pleaſure: 

W hat raviſh'd heart, that feels theſe melting joys, 
Would not deſpiſe and loathe the treach'rous toys 
Of dunghill earth? what ſoul would not be proud 
Of wry-mouth'd ſcorns, the worſt that fleſh and blood 
Had rancour to deviſe? who would not bear 
The world's deriſion with a thankful ear? 

What palate would refuſe ful] bowls of ſpite, 
To gain a minute's taſte of ſuch delight? 

Great ſpring of light, in whom there is no ſhade, 
But what my interpoſed ſins have made; 

| Whoſe marrow-melting fires admit no ſcreen 

But what my own rebellions put between 

Their precious flames and my obdurate ear; 
Diſperſe this plague-diſtilling cloud, and clear 
My mungy ſoul into a glorious Gay : 

ranſplant this ſcreen, remove this bar awa 
Then, then my fluent ſoul ſhall feel the fires 
Of thy ſwcet voice, and my diſſolv'd deſires 
Shall turn a ſov'reign balſam, to make whole 


Thoſe wounds my fins inflicted on thy foul, 


8. AU. 


Book V. EMBL EMS. 


S. AUG Us T. Soliloq. Cap. xxxiv. 


What fire is this, that ſo wirmeth my heart? What 
fight is this, that jo enlighteneth my ſoul ? O fire, that 
always burneth, and never goeth cut, kinde me: O light, 
wich ever ſpin*th, and art never darkened, illuminate 
me. O that I had my heat from thee, moſt holy fire / 
How fweetly dof} thou burn! how ſecretly diſti thu 
ſhine | how deſirediy dy/t theu inflame me ! 


S.BONAVENT. Stim. Amoris, Cap. viii. 


It maketh God man, and man God; things temporal, 
eternal; mortal, immortal; it maketh an enemy, a friend; 
a ſervant, a fon ; vile things, glorious ; cold hearts, fiery 
and hard things, liquid. 


EPIG. 5. 
My ſou], thy gold is true, but full of droſs; 


Thy Saviour's breath refin=s thee with ſom los : 
His gentle furnace makes thee pure as true; 
Thou muſt be melted ere th” art caſt anew. 
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VI. 


PS AL M Ixxjii. 25. 
Jom hae I in heaven but thee; and what deſire I on 
earth in reſpect of thee ? 


I, 


LOVE (and have ſome cauſe to love) the earth: 

| She is my Maker's creature; therefore god: 
She is my mother, for ſhe gave me birth: 

She is my tender nurſe; ſhe gives me food: 
But what's a creature, Lord, compare'd with thee? 
Or what's my mother, or my nurſe, to me ? 


2. 


J fove the air; her dainty ſweets refreſh' 

My drooping foul, and to new fweets invite me; 

Her ſhrill-mouth's choirs ſuſtain me with their fleſh, 

And with their Polyphonian “* notes delight me: 
But what's the air, or all the (ſweets, that ſhe 
Can bleſs my ſoul withal, compare'd to thee? {; 


3. 
J love the ſea; ſhe is my fellow- creature, 
M/ careful purveyor + ; ſhe provides me ſtore: 
She walls me round; ſhe makes my diet greater; 
She watts my treaſure from a foreign ſhore : 
But, Lord of oceans, when compare'd with thee, 
What is the ocean, or her wealth, to me ? 


* Po/pphonicn ; 1, e. many- ſounding. 
4 Purvcjer; i. e. provider, 
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Zord, whom have I but Thee 272 Hear h above / 
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Or who on Harth but Thee deverves 


Zoe. 


ny. 


Book V. K M B L E M8. 209 


To heav'n's high city 1 direct my journey, 
Whoſe ſpangled ſuburbs entertain my eye; 
Mine eye, by contemplation's great attorney, 
Tranſcends the cryſtal pavement of the ſky : 
But what is heav'n, great God, compare'd to thee ? 
Without thy preſence, heav'n's no heav'n to me. 


LL - 
Without thy preſence, earth gives no refection *; 


Without thy preſence, ſea affords no treaſure; 
Without thy preſence, air's a rank inſection; 
Without thy preſence, heav'n itſelf's no pleaſure : 

If not poſſeſs'd, if not enjoy'd in thee, 

What's earth, or ſea, or air, or heav'h, to me:? 
The higheſt honors that the world can boaſt 
Are ſubjects far too low for my deſire; 

Its brighteſt beams of glory are (at moſt) 
But dying ſparkles of thy living fire: 

The proudeſt flames, that earch can kin: 11>, 

But nightly glow-worms, it compare'd to Joel 
Without thy preſence, wealth are bags of cares: 
Wiſdom, but folly : joy; diſquiet, ſadnels : 
Friendſhip is treaſon ; and delights are ſnares : 
Pleaſures, but pain; and mirth, but pl-afing madness: 

Without thee, Lord: things be not what they be, 

Nor have their being, when compare'd with ther. 

. | 
In having all things, and not thee, Shae have I? 
Not having thee, what have my labors got? 
Let me enjoy but thee, what farther crave 1? 
And having thee alone, what have I not? 
I wiſh nor ſea, nor hand; nor would I be 
Poſieſt of heavy? n, heav'n un polleſt of thee. 


* Refi'on ; i, e. refreſhment, 8 3 B O- 
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BON AVENT. Soliloq. Cap. i. 


Alas ! my God, now I under land (but bluſh to con- 
feſs), that the beauty of thy creatures hath deceived mine 
eyes, and I have not obſerved that thou art more amiable 
than all the creatures; to which thou haſt communicated 
but one drop of thy ineſtimable beauty: for who hath ad- 
orned the heavens with ſtars © who hath flored the air 
with fowl, the waters with fiſh, the earth with plants 
and flowers ® But what are all thee, but a ſmall ſpark of 
divine beauty / | 


S8. CHRIS. Hom. v. in Ep. ad Rom. 
In having nothing, I have all things; becauſe I have 


Chri/l. Having therefore all things in him, I ſeck ns 
ether reward ; for he is the univerſal reward. 


Who would not throw his better thoughts about him, 
And ſcorn this droſs within him; that, without him? 
Caſt up, my foul, fhy clearer eye; behold, 
If thou be fully melted, there's the mould. 
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Pſalm 120.5 
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A lot ui Mevecks CO _ 8 

Aud or the Tents of Kedar T mu duell. 
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VII. 


PSALM cxx. 5. 


Moe is me, that J remain in Miſech, and dwell in the 


tents of Kedar ! 


S nature's courſe diflolv'd ? doth time's glaſs ſtand ? 
Or hath ſome frolick heart ſet back the hand 
Of fate's perpetual clock ? will *t never ſtrike? 
Is crazy time grown lazy, faint, or fick, 
With very age? or hath that great pair- royal 
Of adamantine ſiſters late made trial | 
Of ſome new trade? Shall mortal hearts grow old 
In ſorrow ? Shall my weary arms infold, 
And underprop my panting ſides for ever? 
Is there no charitable hand will ſever 
= My well-ſpun thread, that my impriſon'd foul 
= May be deliver'd from this dull, dark hole 
= Of dungeon fleſh? O ſhall I, ſhall I never 
Be ranſom'd, but remain a ſtave for ever ? 
It is the lot of man but once to die; 
But, ere that death, how many deaths have I! 
What human madneſs makes the world afraid 
To entertain heav'n's joys, becauſe convey'd 
By th' hand of death ? will nakedneſs refuſe 


Rich change of robes, becauſe the man's not ſpruce 


— 


That brought them ? or will poverty ſend back 
Full bags of gold, becauſe the bringer's black ? 
Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, 
Fill'd with the torment of a thouſand deaths ; 


Which, being prick'd by death (which death deprives 


One life), preſents the ſoul a thouſand lives : 


. O frantick 
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O frantick mortal, how hath earth bewitch'd 

Thy bedlam ſoul, which hath ſo fondly pitch'd 
Upon her falſe delights ! delights that ceaſe 
Before enjoyment finds a time to pleaſe : 

Her fickle joys bieed doubtful fears; her fears 
Bring hopeful griefs ; her griefs wcep fearful tears: 
Tears coin deceitful hopes; hopes, careful doubt, 
And ſurly paſſion joſtles paſſion out : * 

'Fo-day we pamper with a full repaſt 

Of laviſh mirth; at night, we weep as faſt: 
To-night, we ſwim in wealth, and lend ; to-morrow, 
We ſink in want, and find no friend to borrow. 
In what a climate doth my ſoul reſide ! 

Where pale- face'd murder, the firſt- born of pride, 
Sets up her kingdom in the very ſmiles, 

And plighted faiths, of men like crocodiles : 

A land, where each embroider'd ſattin word 

Is line'd with fraud; where Mars his lawleſs ſword 
Exiles Aſtræa's balance; where that hand 
Now flays his brother, that new-ſow'd his land; 
O that my days of bondage would expire 

In this lewd foil! Lord, how my ſoul's on fire 
To be diſſolv'd, that I might once obtain 

Thoſe long'd-for joys, long'd for io oft in vain | 
It, Moſes-l:ke, I may not live poſſeſt 

Of this fair land; Lord, let me ſee t at leaſt, 


75 5 * 8 * F R e . 5 b F a 4 
WS 2 W . 21 * W 9 8 CL . SEO Pl N r n x * 8 2 A 9 
2 n 2 x 2 ĩ ĩ ᷣ oat 10-9 „ 0 og ne So 2 A RT g VETO r , 
r 7 N A * r n J 3 LOST wa r LI Ck bY bins i AT; 2 * N K „ : $f 
* j e t . . ROLE” 8, 3 n WS N 4.4 r n N 

2 r ö „ FCC T * | + e N 5 8 8 Sn 

- n * 3 PF a . 2 r f R Gt 4 i 17-37, 2 " PE 2 N * 

n NA ”% * Fol r n e n J 8 ** 4 4 - D g 


2 * 
e 


5 OA „ 1 
2 a "0 Bet er IE MY WI San 
by ꝙ7(uP 2 oats Rs 
„ 
* Dr n 
e192 N 


Book V. E M B LE MS. 213 


S. AUGUST. Soliloq. Cap. xii. | 
My life is a frail life; a corruptible life ; a life, 1} 


which, the more it incregſetb, the mire it decreaſeth : the 
farther it goeth, the nearer it cometh to death, A de- 1 
ceitful life, and, lite a ſhadow, full of the ſnares of 1 
death : now J rejoice, now T1 languiſh, now I flouriſh, 43 
nw infirm, now I live, and ſtrait I die; now I ſeem 1 
happy. always miſerable ; now 1 laugh; n]ꝗj I weep « 

thus all things are /o ſubject to mutability, that nothing 

continueth an hour in one eſtate. O joy above joy, ex- 

ceeding all jay, without which there is no joy / when 

I _ into thee, that I may ſee my God that dwellith in 

thee = 


Art thou ſo weak ? Q canſt thou not digeſt 4 
= An hour of travail for a night of reſt ? 4 
= Chear up, my ſoul ; call home thy ſp'rits, and bear | 
= One bad Good-Friday ; full-mouth'd Eaſter's near. 
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VIII. 


RO M. vii. 24. 


O wretched man that I am who fhall deliver me from 


the body of this death ? 


Riot thy darling, which thy luſtfull care 
Pampers, for which thy reſtleſs thoughts prepare 


Such early cares; for whom thy bubbling brow 
So often ſweats, and bankrupt eyes do owe 

duch midnight ſcores to nature, for whoſe ſake 
Baſe earth is ſainted, the infernal lake 

Unfear'd, the crown of glory poorly rated : 

Thy God neglected, 1 thy brother hated; 
Behold thy darling, whom thy ſoul affects 

So dearly; whom thy fond indulgence decks 
And puppets up in ſoft, in ſilken weeds ; 
Behold the darling, whom thy fondneſs feeds 
With far-fetch'd delicates, the dear-bought gains 
Of ill-ſpent time, the price of half thy pains: 
Behold thy darling, who, when clad by thee, 
Derides thy nakedneſs; and, when moſt free, 
Proclaims her lover ſlave ; and, being fed 
Moſt full, then ſtrikes th' indulgent Peder dead, 
What mean'ſt thou thus, my poor deluded foul, 
To love ſo fondly ? can the burning coal 


Of thy affection laſt without the fuel 


Of counter-love? Is thy compcer ſo cruel, 


And thou ſo kind to love, unlov'd again; 
Canſt thou ſow favors, and thus reap diſdain ? 


Book v. 


Remember, 
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| | Rom: 7-24 
O wretched Man thus doomd to draw thy Breath 


. 
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Remember, O remember thou art born 

Of royal blood; remember, thou art ſworn 

A maid of honor in the court of heav'n; 
Remember, what a coſtly price was giv'n 

To ranſom thee from ſlav'ry thou wert in: 

And wilt thou now, my ſoul, turn ſlave again? 
The ſon and heir to heav'n's Tri-une JEHOVE 
Would fain become a ſuitor for thy love; 

And offers for thy dow'r ® his Father's throne, 
To fit for ſeraphims to gaze upon; | 

He'lt give thee honor, pleaſure, wealth, and things 
Tranſcending far the majeſty of kings: 
And wilt thou proſtrate to the odious charms 

Of this baſe ſcullion ? ſhall his hollow arms 

Hug thy ſoft ſides ? Shall theſe coarſe hands untie 
The ſacred zone of thy virginity ? 

For ſhame, degen'rous foul], let thy deſire 

Be quicken'd up with more heroic fire? 

Be wiſely proud, let thy ambitious eye 

Read nobler objects ; let thy thoughts defy 

Such am'rous baſeneſs; let thy ſoul diſdain 

Th' ignoble proffers of fo baſe a ſwain ; 

Or if thy vows be paſt, and Hymen's bands 

Have ceremony'd your unequal hands, | 
Annul, at leaſt avoid, thy lawleſs act 

With inſufficiency, or precontract : 

Or if the act be good, yet may'ſt thou plead 

A ſecond freedom; for the fleſh is dead. 


* Dower; i. e. jointure, or portion, 
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embrace; and what I love, I am afraid of : befor: J 


What need that houſe be daub'd with fleſh and blood! 
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NAZ IAN Z. Orat. xvi, 


How I am joined to this body, I Fnow not; whith, 
when it is healthful, provoketh me to war; and, being 
damaged by war, affefteth me, with grief: which | 
both love as a fellow-ſervant, and hate as an utter 
enemy, It is a pred jor, and a perfidious friend, 
O ftrange conjunction and alienation ! what I fear, J 


make war, I am reconciled; before 1 enjoy peace, I am 
at Variance. 


EPIG. 8. 


Hang'd round with ſilks and gold? repair'd with food? 
Coſt idly ſpent ! that coſt doth but prolong 
Thythraldom, Fool, thou make'ſt thy gaol too ſtrong, 
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IX. 


PHILIPPIANS i. 23. 


{am in a ſtrait between two, having a deſire to be dij- 
ſolved, and to be with Chriſt, 


1. 

HAT meant our careful parents, ſo to wear 
/ And laviſh out their ill- extended hours, 
To purchaſe for us large poſſeſſions here, | 
Which (tho' unpurchas'd) are too truly ours ? 

What meant they, ah! what meant they to endure 

Such loads of needleſs labour, to procure 
And make that thing our own, whieh was our own too 
X [ ſure? 


3 "Sa 3 
What mean theſe liv'ries & and poſſeſſive keys? 
What mean theſe bargains, and theſe needleſs ſales? 
What need theſe jealous, theſe ſuſpicious ways, 
Of law-devis'd and law- diſſolv'd entails ? 
No need to ſweat for gold, wherewith to buy 
Eſtates of high-prize'd land; no need to tie 
Earth to their heirs, were they but clogg'd with earth, 
| as J. 


O were their ſouls but clogg'd with earth, as J, 
They would not purchaſe with ſo ſalt an itch ; 
They would not take of alms, what now they buy ; 
Nor call him happy, whom the world counts rich; 
They would not take ſuch pains, project and prog, 
To charge their ſhoulders with ſo great a log: 
Who hath the greater lands, hath but the greater clog, 


* Liveries; a law-term, expreſſive of legal conveyance of an eſtate. 


Vol, I. (No7] 3 I can- 
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4+ | 

J cannot do an act which earth diſdains not; 
[ cannot think a thought which earth corrupts not; 

I cannot ſpeak a word which earth profanes not; 

I cannot make a vow earth interrupts not: 

If I but offer up an early groan, I throne, 
Or ſpread my wings to heav'n's long long'd-for 
She darkens my complaint, and drags my off ring down. 


1 5 | 
Ev'n like the hawk (whoſe keeper's wary hands 
Have made a pris'ner to her weath'ring ſtock), 
Forgetting quite the pow'r of her faſt bands, 
Makes a rank-bate à from her forſaken block; 
But her too faithful leaſh + doth ſoon retain 
Her. broken flight, attempted oft in vain ; | 
It gives her loins a twitch, and tugs her back again, 
5 6. = 
$0, when my ſoul directs her better eye 
To heav'n's bright palace, where my treaſure lies, 
I ſpread my willing wings, but cannot fly; 
Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannot riſe : 
When I but ſtrive to mount the leaſt degree, 
Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee; 
Lord, how my ſoul is rack*d betwixttheworld and thee} 


Great God ! I ſpread my feeble wings in vain ; 
In vain I offer my extended hands : 
I cannot mount till thou unlink my chain : 
J cannot come till thou releaſe my bands: 
W hich if thou pleaſe to break, and then ſupply 
My wings with ſpirit, th' eagle ſhall not fly 
A pitch that's half ſo fair, nor half ſo ſwift as I. 1 
* Ranl-bate; i. e. a ſtrong ſpring for flight, + Leaſh; i. e. thong, 15 5 | 
by which the is faſten d to her ſtock or perch, | 8. BO - 
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s. BON AVENT. Solilog. Cap. i. 


Ah ſiueet Feſus, pierce the marrow of my ſoul with 
the healthful ſhafts of thy love, that it may truly burn and 
melt and languiſb with the only deſire of thee ; that it may 
defire to be diffolved, and to be with thee : let it hunger 
aloe for the bread of life : let it m after thee, the 
ſpring and fountain of eternal light, the ſtream of true 
pay ure: let it _ defire thee, ſeek thee, and find thee, 
and ſweetly reſt in thee, 


* 


E PIG. 9. 


What, will thy ſhackles neither looſe nor break ? 
Are they too ſtrong, or is thine arm too weak? 
Art will prevail where knotty ſtrength denies; 
My ſoul, there's aqua-fortis in thine eyes. 


1 2 PSALM 
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X. 


PSALM cxlii, 7, 


Bring my foul out of priſon, that I may praiſe 


name. | 


V ſoul is like a bird; my fleſh the cage, 


W herein ſhe wears her weary pilgrimage 


Of hours, as few as evil, daily fed 

With ſacred wine, and ſacramental bread 
'The keys that lock her in, and let her out, 
Are birth and death ; *twixt both, ſhe hops about 
From perch to perch, from ſenſe to reaſon ; then, 
From higher reaſon, down to ſenſe again : 
From ſenſe ſhe climbs to faith ; where, for a ſeaſon, 
| She fits and ſings; then down again to reaſon : 
From reaſon, back to faith ; and ſtrait, from thence, 
She rudely flutters to the perch of ſenſe: 
From ſenſe, to hope ; then hops from hope to doubt; 
From doubt, to dull deſpair ; there ſeeks about 
For deſp'rate freedom, and, at ev'ry grate, 


. She wildly thruſts, and begs th' untimely date 


Of ch' unexpire'd thraldom, to releaſe - 

TY afflicted captive, that can find no peace. 
Thus am I coop'd ; within this flethly cage 
] wear my youth, and waſte my weary age, 
Spending that breath, which was ordain'd to chant 
Hew'n's praiſes forth, in ſighs and fad complaint: 
Whilſt happier birds can ſpread their nimble wing 
From ſhrubs to cedars, and there chirp and ling, 
in choice of raptures, the harmonious ſtory 
Of man's redemption, and his Maker's glory. 


Book v. 
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You glorious martyrs, you illuſtrious troops, 

That once were cloiſter'd in your fleſhly coops 

As faft as I, what rhet'ric had your tongues ! 

What dextrous art had your elegiac ſongs | 

What Paul-like pow'r had your admire'd deyotion ! 
What ſhackle-breaking faith infus'd ſuch motion 
To your ſtrong pray'r, that could obtain the boon * 
To be enlarge'd; to be uncage'd fo ſoon 
Whilſt I, poor I, can ſing my daily tears, 

Grown old in bondage, and can find no ears : 

You great partakers of eternal glory, 

That, with your heav'n-prevailing oratory, 
Releas'd your fouls from your terreſtrial cage, 
Permit the paſſion of my holy rage 

To recommend my ſorrows, dearly known 

To you, in days of old, and once your own, 
To your beſt thoughts (but oh, 't doth not befit ye 
To move your pray'rs ; you love joy, not pity) : - 
Great Lord of fouls, to whom ſhould pris'ners fly, 
But thee ? thou hadſt a cage as well as I; 

And, for my ſake, thy pleaſure was to know 

The ſorrows that it brought, and felt'ſt them too: 
= O ſet me free, and I will ſpend thoſe days, 

= Which now 1 waſte in begging, in thy praiſe. / 


* Bron; i. e. the deſired favour. - 


— 


222 E MB L E M S. Book v. 


ANSELM. in Protolog. Cap. i. 


O miſerable condition of mankind, that has loft that for 
whi.h he was created! Alas! what hath he liſt? and 
what hath he found! He hath loft happineſs, for which 
he was made; and found miſery, for which he was not 
made, What is gone? and what is left © That thing is 
gone, without which he is unhappy : that thing is left, 
by which he is miſerable. O wretched men] from whence 
are we expelled © to what are we impelled ® M bence are 
we thrown ? and whither are we hurried ® From gur 
home, into banijhment ; from the ght of God, into cur 
own blindneſs ; from the pleaſure of immortality, to the 
bitterneſs of death, Miſer able change] from how great 
a good, to how great an evil | Ab me] what have I en- 
terpriſed? what have I done? whither did J go? whis 
ther am I come: | | 


EPIG. 10. 
Paul's midnight voice prevail'd; his muſic's thunder 
Unhinge'd the priſon doors, ſplit bolts in ſunder: 
And ſitt'ſt thou here, and hang'ſt the feeble wing? 
And whine'ſt to be enlarge d? Soul, learn to ſing, 
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I Vie as the Hart the * Item * 
So to the Lord of Life my Soul asures. 


Won . EMBLEMS. 


. 
PSALM xlii. I. 


A. the hart panteth after the water-þrooks, ſo panteth 
my 8 * 15 2 God. 


. 
o mall my tongue expreſs that ballow'd fire 
Which heav'n hath kindled in my raviſh'd heart? 
What _ ſhall I invoke, that will inſpire 
My lowly quill to act a lofty part? 
What art ſhall I deviſe, t expreſs deſire 
Too intricate to be exprefs d by art? \ 
Let all the Nine be filent ; I refuſe 
Their aid in this high taſk; for they abuſe 
The flames of love too much : affiſt me, David' s muſe. 


4. 
Not as che chirſty ſoil deſires ſoſt ſhow'rs, 
To quicken' and refreſh her embryon grain *; 
Nor as the drooping creſts of fading flow'rs. 
Requeſt the bounty of a morning rain, 
Do I deſire my God: Theſe, in few hours, 
Re- wiſh what late their wiſhes did obtain; _ 
But as the ſwift-foot hart doth wounded fly 
To th' much-defired ſtreams, ev'n ſo do 1 
Pant after thee my God, whom I muſt find, or die. 


* Embryon grain; i. e. ſeed in the earth not come ug. 


Before 


1 EMBL E M 8. Booky, 


4 * 3. 
Before a pack of deep-mouth'd luſts I flee ; 
O, they have-ſingled out my panting heart: 
And wanton Cupid, fitting in a tree, 
Hath pierce'd my boſom with a flaming dart ; 
My ſoul, being ſpent, for refuge ſecks. to thee, 
ut cannot find where thou my refuge art: 
Like as the ſwift-foot hart doth wounded fly 
To the deſired ſtreams, ev'n fo do 1 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt find, or die, 


+» 
At length, by flight, I overwent the pack ; 
Thou drew'ſt the wanton dart from out my wound; 
The blood that follow'd, left a purple track, 
Which brought a ſerpent, but in ſhape a hound; 
We ſtrove, he bit me ; but thou brake'ſt his back, 
I left him grov'ling on th'envenom'd ground: 
But as the ſerpent-bitten hart doth fly 
To the long long'd-for ſtreams, ev'n ſo do 1 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt find, or die. 


i 


5 5. ; 
If luft ſhould chafe my ſoul, made ſwift by fright, 
Thou art the ftream whereto my ſoul is bound: 
Or if a jav'lin wound my ſides in flight, 
Thou art the balſam that muſt cure my wound? 
If poiſon chance t' infeſt my ſoul in fight, 
Thou art the treacle that muſt make me ſound : 
Ev'n as the wounded hart, emboſt *, doth fly 
| To th ſtreams extremely long'd for, ſo do l 
Pant after thee, my God, whom J muſt find, or die, 


* Embeſtz i. e. wearied to a foaming : a term of hunters. 
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S.CYRIL, Lib. v. in Joh. Cap x, 


O precious water ! which quencheth the noiſom thirſt 
of this world, ſcoureth all the ſtains of finners, that wa- 
tereth the earth of our ſouls with heavenly ſhowers, 
and bringeth back- the thirſiy heart of man to his only 
God! FLEE 


S. AUGUST. Soliloq. Cap. XXXV. 


O fountain of life, and vein of living waters, when 
Hall I leave this forſaken, 1mpaſſible, and dry earth, and 
tafte the waters of thy ſweetneſs, that I may behold thy 
virtue and thy glory, and flake my thirſt with the ſtreams 
of thy mercy ! Lord, I thirſt; thou art the ſpring of life, 
2000 me : I thirfl, Lord, I thirſt after thee the living 

(@ . 


| : 
EPI. 11. 

The arrow-ſmitten hart, deep-wounded, flies 

To th' ſprings, with water in his weeping eyes: 

Heav'n is thy ſpring : if Satan's fiery dart 

Pierce thy faint ſides: do ſo, my wounded heart. 


\ 


226 EMBLEMS. Boo v. 
Xl. 


| PSAL u xlii. 2. 
NA ben ſhall I come and appear before Gad? 


HAT is my foul the better, to be tine'd * 
With holy fire ? what boots I it to be coin'd 
With heav'n's own ſtamp? what vantage; can there be 
Fo ſouls of heav'n-deſcended pedigree, 

More than to beaſts that grovel? are not they 

Fed by th' Almighty's hand ? and ev'ry day, 

Fill'd with his bleſſings too? Do they not ſee 
God in his creatures, as direct as we? 

Do they not taſte thee ? hear thee ? nay, what ſenſe 
Is not partaker of thine excellence? - - - 
What more do we ? alas! what ſerves our reaſon, 
But, like dark lanterns, to accompliſh treaſon 
With greater cloſeneſs ? It affords no light, 
Brings thee no nearer to aur purblind fight : 

No pleaſure riſes up the leaft degree, 

Great God! but in the clearer view of thee: 
What priv'lege more than ſenſe, hath reaſan, then! 
What vantage is it to be born a man? 
How often hath my patience built, dear Lord, 
Vain tow'rs of hope upon thy gracious word! 
How often. hath thy hope-reviving grace 

Woo'd my ſuſpicious eyes to ſeek thy face! 
How often have I ſought thee ! O how long 
Hath expectation taught my perfe tongue 
Repeated pray'rs, yet pray'rs could ne'er obtain | 
In vain I ſeek thee, and I beg in vain : 


* Tined; i, e. lighted ups ÞþF Boots i. e. profits, 1 Vantage; 
3, e. advantage, by ic 
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leit be high preſumption to behold 

Thy face, why didſt thou make mine eyes ſo bold 
To ſeek it ? If that object be too bright 

For man's aſpect, why did thy lips invite 

Mine eye t' expeCt it ? If it might be ſeen, 

Why is this envious curtain drawn between 

My darken'd eye and it? O tell me, why _ 

Thou doſt command the thing thou doſt deny ? 

Why doſt thou give me ſo unprize'd a treaſure, 

And then deny'ſt my greedy ſoul the pleaſure 

To view my gift ? Alas! that gift is void, 

And is no gift, that may not be enjoy'd : 

If thoſe refulgent beams of heav'n's great light 
Gild not the day, what is the day but night ? 

The drowſy ſhepherd ſleeps, flow'rs droop and fade 
The birds are ſullen, and the beaſt is ſad; 

But if bright Titan dart his golden ray, 

And with his riches glorify the day, 5 

The jolly ſhepherd pipes; flow'rs freſhly ſpring; 
The beaſts grow gameſome, and the birds they ſing. 
Thou art my ſun, great God ! O when Mall 1 

View the full beams of thy meridian eye ? 
Draw, draw this fleſhly curtain, that denies 
The gracious preſence of thy glorious eyes; 
Or give me faith; and, by the eye of grace, 
J ſhall behold thee, though not face to face. 


8. AU. 


— 
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s. AUGUST. in Pfal. xxxix. 

Ibo created all things, is better than all things : wh; 
beautified all thin 5 is more beautiful than all things: 
who + ſtrengib, is fironger than all things : who rake 
great things, is greater than all things : whatſoever they 


lovell, he is that to thee: learn to love the wirkman in his 
work, the Creator in his creature. Let not that. which 


was made by him poſſeſs thee, left thou bo ye him by whom 
thyſelf was made. 


8. AUGUST. Med. Cap. ETSY, 


O thou moſt ſweet, moſt gracious, moſt amiable, mij 

| fair, 9when ſhall I fee thee? when ſhall I be ſatisfied with 

8 thy beauty ? when wilt thou lead me from this dark dur. 
geon, that I may confeſs thy nam? 7 | | 


( 


EPIG. 14. 
How art thou ſhaded, in this veil of night, 
Behind thy curtain fleſh ! Thou ſeeſt no light, 


But what thy pride doth challenge as her own; I 
Thy fel 1 is high: ſoul, re this curtain down. 
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XIII. 
Ps AL M lv. 6. 


O that I had the wings of a dove, for then 1 would fly 
away and be at reſt, | 


1. 

ND am I ſworn a dunghill-flave for ever 

To earth's baſe drudg'ry ? Shall I never find 
A night of reſt ? Shall my indentures neyer 
Be cancell'd? Did injurious nature bind 
My ſoul earth's *prentice, with no clauſe to leave her ? 
No day of freedom? Mult I for ever grind ? 

O that I had the pinions of a dove, 

That I might quit my bands, and ſoar above, 
And pour my juſt complaints before the great JEHove!l 


2. 


How happy are the doves, that have the pow'r, 
Whene'er they pleaſe, to ſpread their airy wings! 
Or cloud-dividing eagles, that can tow'r 
Above the ſcent of theſe inferior things ! 
How happy is the lark, that ev'ry hour 
Leaves earth, and then for joy mounts up and ſings ! 
Had my dull ſoul but wings as well as they, 
Howl would ſpring from earth, and clip * away, 
As wiſe Aſtræa did, and ſcorn this ball of clay | 
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2. 
O how my ſoul would ſpurn this ball of clay, 
And loath the dainties of earth's painful pleaſure 
O how I'd laugh to ſee men night and da 
Turmoil] to gain that traſh, they call their treaſure | 
O how I'd ſmile to ſee what plots they lay 
Jo catch a blaſt, or own a ſmile from Cæſar! 
Had I the pinions of a mounting dove, 
How 1 would ſoar and ſing, and hate the loye 
Ol tranſitory toys, and feed on joys above! 


4» | 
There ſhould I find that everlaſting pleaſure, 
Which change removes not, and which chance pre. 
There {ould | hind that everlaſting treaſure [ vents not; 
Which force deprives not, fortune diſaugments * 
There ſhould I find that everlaſting Cæſar, [ not; 
W hoſe hand recalls not, and whoſe heart repents 
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove, I not; 
How I would climb the ſkies, and hate the loye 
Of tranſitory toys, and joy in things above 


No rank-mouth'd flander there ſhall give offence, 
Or blaſt our blooming names, as here they do; 
No liver-ſcalding luſt ſhall there incenſe 
Our boiling veins ; there is no Cupid's bow: 
Lord, give my ſou! the milk-white innocence 
Of doves, and I ſhall have their pinions too : 
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove, 
How 1 would quit this earth, and ſoar above, 
And heav'n's bleſt kingdom find, with heav'n's bleſt 
(King JEHOvE! 


P Diſaugments ; i. e. waſteth, 


e AV 


BOOK V. EMBLEMS. 231 


S AUGUST. in Pſal. cxxxviii. 


What wings ſhould J defire, but the two precepts of 
hoe, on which the law and the prophets depend] O if 
I could obtain theſe wings, I could fly from thy face to 
thy face ; from the face of thy juſtice, to the face thy 
mercy: let me find thoſe wings by love, which we have 


lift by luſt. 
S. A U GUST. in Pſal. Ixxvi. 


Let us caſt off whatſoever hindereth, entangleth, cr 
burdeneth our flight, until we attain that which ſatisfieth ; 
beyond which, nothing is; beneath which, all things are; 
of which, all things are. e 


E PIG. 13. 
Tell me, my wiſhing ſoul, didſt ever try 
How faſt the wings of red-croſs'd faith can fly ? 
Why begg'ſt thou, then, the pinions of a dove ? 
Faith's wings are ſwifter z but the ſwifteſt, love. 
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| 0 4h 

PSALM Ixxxiv. 1. jt 

Hou amiable are thy tabernacles, O God of hoſts ! I 


Neient of days, to whom all things are now, 

N Before whole glory ſeraphims do bow 
Their bluſhing cheeks, and veil their blemifh'd faces, 
That, uncontain'd, at once doſt fill all places; 
How glorious, O how far beyond the height 
Of puzzled quills, or the obtuſe conceit 
Of fleſh and blood, or the too flat reports 
Of mortal tongues, are thy expreſsleſs courts [ 
Whoſe glory to paint forth with greater art, 
Raviſh my fancy, and inſpire my heart 
Excuſe my bold attempt, and pardon me 
For ſhewing ſenſe, what faith alone ſhould ſee, 
Ten thouſand millions, and ten thouſand more 
Of angel-meaſure'd leagues, from th'eaſtern ſhore 
Of dungeon earth, his glorious palace ſtands, 
Before whoſe pearly gates ten thouſand bands 
Of armed angels wait to entertain 


Thoſe purged ſouls, for which the Lamb was lain; 
W avie _utltlets death, and voluntary yielding | 
Of whoſe giv*n life, gave the brave court her building; 
The lukewarm blood of this dear Lamb, being ſpilt, 
To rubies turn'd, whereof her poſts were built; 
And what dropp'd down in a kird gelid gore, 

Did turn rich ſapphires, and did pave her floor: 
The brighter flames, that from his eye- balls ray'd, 


Grew chryſolytes, whereof her walls were made: 
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How bright, how glorwus, how duunely fie, 
OkLord of Hosts, thy hear nly Han tui are / 
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The milder glances ſparkled on the ground, 
And groundſil'd ev'ry door with diamond 

But dying, darted upwards, and did fix 

A battlement of pureſt ſardonyx. 

Her ſtreets with burniſh'd gold are paved round, 
Stars lie like pebbles ſcatter'd on the ground : 
Pearl mixt with onyx, and the jaſper ſtone, 
Made gravell'd cauſeways to be trampled on. 
There ſhines no fun by day, no moon by night ; 
The palace glory is, the palace light: 

There is no time to meaſure motion by, 

There time is ſwallow'd in eternity: 
Wry-mouth'd diſdain, and corner hunting luſt, 
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And twy-face'd fraud, and beetle-brow'd diſttuſt, 


Soul-boiling rage, and trouble-ſtate ſedition, 
And giddy doubt, and goggle-eye'd ſuſpicion, 
And lumpiſh ſorrow, and degen'rous fear, 

Are baniſh'd thence, and death's a firanger there 
But ſimple love, and ſempiternal joys 


* 
* 


Whoſe ſweetneſs neither gluts, nor fullneſs cloys ; 


Where face to face our raviſh'd eye {hall fee 


Great ELOHIM, that glorious One in Three, 


And Three in One, and feeing him ſha!) blets him, 


And bleſſing, love him; and, in love, poſſeſs him. 


Here ſtay, my ſoul, and, raviſh'd in relation, 


The words being ſpent, ſpend now in contemplation. 


n ry 


S. GRE G. in pfal. vii. pœnitent. 


Stoeet Jeſus, the word of the Fatber, the brigbintſo if 
paternal glory, whom angels delight to view, teach me to 
do thy will ; that, led by thy good Spirit. I may come to 
that bleſſed city, where day is eternal; where there is cer- 
tain ſecurity, and ſecure eternity ; and eternal peace, and 
peaceful happineſs ; and happy N and feet plea- 
ſure; where thou, O God, with the Father and the Hol) 
Spirit, liveft and reigneſi world without end. 

1 
Ibidem. x 
There is light, without darkneſs ; joey, without grief; 
deſire, without puniſhment ; love, without ſadneſs ; ſatiety, 
wwithaut loathing ; ſafety, without fear; health, without 
diſca e; and life, without death. 


EPIG. 14. 


My foul, pry not too nearly ; the complexion 

Of Sol's bright face is ſeen by the reflexion : | what: 
But wouldſt thou know what's heav'n? I'll tell thee 
Think what thou canſt not think, and heav'n is that. 


CANTICLES 


8 


1 >. 9 a as p * TOW * 5 


Aar. rte then my Love, be le the bounding Moe , 


Over the [ragran tHilke where J, NUCES grew. 


% „ 


ES eas ah iang one ene oa os hn v 


W | languiſh with theſe bitter-ſweet extremes: * | 


xv. 


CANTICLES viii. 14. 
Male haſte, my beloved, and be like the roe, or the young 
hart upon the mountains of ſpices. 


O, gentle tyrant, go; thy flames do pierce 
My ſoul too deep; thy flames are too, too fierce; 

My marrow melts, my fainting ſpirits fry 
Þ th? torrid zone of thy meridian eye: 
Away, away, thy ſweets are too perfuming : | 
Turn, turn thy face, thy fires are too conſuming ; 

Haſte hence, and let thy winged ſteps outgo 

The frighted roebuck, and his flying roe. 
But wilt thou leave me, then ? O thou, that art 
Life of my ſoul, ſoul of my dying heart, 
Without the ſweet aſpect of whofe fair eyes 
My ſoul doth languiſh, and her ſolace dies? 
Art thou ſo eas'ly woo'd ? ſo apt to hear 
The frantic language of my fooliſh fear ? 

Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 

Look, look upon me, tho? thine eyes o'ercome me. 

O how they wound | but how my wounds con.ent me 
How ſweetly theſe delightful pains torment me 
How am I torture'd in exceffive meaſure 
Of pleaſing cruelties ! too cruel treaſure * |! 4 
Turn, turn away, remove thy ſcorching beams; 


Hatte then, and let thy winged ſteps outgo 
The flying roebuck, and his frighted roe. 


* Treaſure; read pleaſure, 
vg Turn 


% t M e . Bury 


Turn back, my dear; O let my raviſh'd eye 
Once more behold thy face, before thou ſſy; 
What, ſhall we part without a mutual kiſs ? 

O who can leave ſo ſweet a face as this ? 

Look full upon me; for my ſoul deſires 

To turn a holy martyr in thoſe fires : 

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 
Look, look upon me, tho? thy flames o'ercome me, 

If thou becloud the ſunſhine of thine eye, 

J freeze to death; and if it ſhine, I fry; 

Which, like a fever, that my ſoul hath got, 

Makes me to burn too cold, or freeze too hot : 

Alas! I cannot bear ſo ſweet a ſmart, 

+ Nor canſt thou be leſs glorious than thou art. 
Haſte then, and let thy winged ſteps outgo 
The frighted roebuck, and his flying roe. 

But go not far beyond the reach of breath ; 

Too large a diſtance makes another death : 

My youth is in her ſpring ; autumnal vows 

Will make me riper for ſo ſweet a ſpouſe; 

When after-times have burniſh'd my deſire, 

F11 ſhoot thee flames for flames, and fire for fire. 

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 
Look, look upon me, tho' thy flames o'ercome me. 


* 
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Antor Scalz Paradiſi, Tom. iv. Aug. Cap. viii. 


Fear not, O bride, nor deſpair; think not thyſelf con- 
temned, if thy Bridegroom withdraw his face a while : 
All things co-operate for the beſt : both from his abſence, 
and his preſence, thou gainęſt hight : he cometh to thee, 
and he goeth from thee : he cometh, to make thee conſe - 
late; he goeth, to make thee cautious, left thy abundant 
conſolation puff” thee up + he cometh, that thy Ianguiſhing 
ſoul may be comforted ; he goeth, leſt his familiarity ſhould 
be contemned; and, being abſent, to be more deſired ; and, 
| bring deſired, to be mere earneſily fought t and, being long 

ſought, to be more acceptably found, 


1 EPIG. 15. 
My ſoul, ſin's monſter, whom with greater eaſe, 
Ten thouſand fold, thy God could make than pleaſe, 
bl < Inns thou have? Nor pleas'd with ſun, nor 
8 ade "2 OS 
8 Heav'n knows not what to make of what he made, 


TRE 


_— n * — n 8 * PE ——_— 


Ta. 
PAREWEL I. 


Rv. il, 10. 


E. thou faithful unto death, and J will give thee iht 
TO  erownof life, - 


: — 
Br faithful; Lord, what's that! | 
Believe: Tis eaſy to believe; but what! 
That he whom thy hard heart hath wounded, 
And whom thy ſcorn hath ſpit upon, 
Hath paid thy fine, and hath compounded 
For theſe foul deeds thy hands have done: 
Believe that he, whoſe gentle palms 
Thy needle-pointed fins have nail'd, 
 Hath borne thy laviſh load (of alms), 
| And made ſupply where thou haſt fail'd ; 
Did ever mis'ry find fo ſtrange relief! 
It is a love too ſtrange for man's belief, 


Es © | 
Believe that he, whoſe ſide . 
Thy crimes have pierce'd with their rebellions, * 
lr : 
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To fave thy guilty ſoul from dying 
Ten thouſand horrid deaths, from whence 
There was no *ſcape, there was no flying, 
But through his deareſt blood's expence : 
Believe, this dying friend requires 
No other thanks for all his pain, 
But ev'n the truth of weak delires, 
And, for his love, but love again : 
Did ever mis'ry find fo true a friend ? 
It is a love too vaſt to comprehend. 


With floods of Tate baptize 
And drench theſe dry, theſe unregen'rate eyes; 
Lord, whet my dull, my blunt belief, 
And break this fleſhy rock in ſunder, 
That from this heart, this hell of grief, 
May ſpring a heav'n of love and wonder : 
O if thy mercies will remove 
And melt this lead from my belief, 
My grief will then refine my love, 
My love will then refreſh my grief : 
Then weep, mine oe, as he hath bled ; vouchſafe 
To drop for every drop an epitaph. | 


| 4. 
But is the crown of glory 
The wages of a lamentable ſtory? 
Or can ſo great a purchaſe riſe | 
From a ſalt humour? Can mine eyes 
Run faſt enough t' obtain this prize? 
If ſo, Lord, who's fo mad to die? 
Thy tears are trifles ; thou muſt do: 
Alas! I cannot; then endeavour ; 
I will : but will a tug or two 
Suffice the turn? Thou muſt perſever * : - 


1 Perſevcr; i. e. hold on, '% Þ 
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I'll ſtrive till death; and ſhall my feeble ſtrife 
Be crown'd ? I'll crown it with a crown of life, 


5. 
But is there ſuch a dearth, | 
That thou muſt buy what is thy due by birth ? 
He whom thy hands did form of duft, 
And give him breath, upon condition 
To love his great Creator ; muſt 
He now be thine by compoſition ? 
Art thou a gracious God and mild, 
Or headſtrong man rebellious, rather ? 
O, man's a baſe rebellious child, 
And thou a very gracious father : 
The gift is thine ; we ſtrive, thou crown'ſt our ſtrife: 
Thou giv'ſt us faith; and faith a crown of life, 
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This bubbles man: hope, fear falſe J oy and trouble. 


Are thoſe four Winds Which daily toſs this bubble 
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How canst thou thus be tei to the Stght 
da with Light 7 


What ts the Taner not n 


TO THE RIGHT MONOURABLE 
BOTH IN BLOOD AND VIRTUE, 
AND MOST ACCOMPLISHED LADY, 

_F- 77. | 
COUNTESS OF DORSET, 


LADY GOVERNESS TO THE MOST ILLUSTRIOUS 


„ 1 8, 


PRINCE OF GREAT BRITAIN, 


DUKE or YORK. 


| EXCELLENT LADY, . 


I Preſent theſe tapers io burn under the ſafe 2 
tection of your honourable name; where, I pre- 


ſume, they ſtand ſecure from the damps of ignorance, 


and blaſts of cenſure. It is a fmall part of that 
abundant ſervice which my thankful heart oweth 


| Jour incomparable goodneſs. Be pleaſed to bonour 


it with your acceptance, which ſhall be nothing but 
what your. own efteem ſhall make it. 


N AD A M, 
TDuour Lachſbip's 
moſt humble ſervant, 


ale 4 X 2 Fra. QuarLEs. 


AN 


To THE READER: 


F you are angebe with my Facvu.ay, 
I here ſet before you a ſecond ſervice. 
It is an Ægyptian diſh, dreſſed on the 
Engliſh faſhion. They, at their feaſts, 
uſed to prefent à death's- head at their 
ſecond courſe: this will ſerve for both. 
You need not fear a furfeit: here is but 
little, and that light of pico mh 1 
but pleaſe your palate, I queſtion not | 
your ſtomach. Fall to, and much 3000 
muy it do you. | | . 


Convivio addit Minerval. E. B. 


Rem, Regem, Regimen, Regionem, Religionem, 
Exornat, * _ honorat, anat. 


P8ALM 
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+ 


PS AL M li. 85. 
ſhapen in iniquity, and in fin did my 


mother conceive me. 


Behold, 1 was 


x AN is man's A. B. C. There's none that can 
Read God aright, unleſs he firſt ſpell man: 

Man is the ſtairs, whereby his knowledge climbs 
To his Creator, though it oftentimes  - 
Stumbles for. want of light, and ſometimes trips 
For want of careful herd ; and ſometimes ſlips _ 
Through unadvifed haſte; and when at length - 
His weary ſteps have reach'd. the top, his ſtrength . 
Oft fails to ſtand ; his giddy brains turn round. 
And, Phaeton-like, falls headlong to the ground. 
Theſe ſtairs. are often dark, and full of danger | 
To him, whom want of practice makes a ſtranger 
| To this blind way: the lamp of nature lends 

But a falſe light, and lights to her own ends. 
Theſe be the ways to heav'n, theſe paths require 
A light that fprings from that diviner fire, Be 


= Whoſe human-ſoul-enlight'ning ſun- beams dart 


Thro' the bright cranies * of th immortal part. 

And here, thou great Original of light, 

Whoſe error-chafing beams do unbenight + 
Ihe very foul of darkneſs, and untwiff 
Tue clouds of ignorance; do thou aſſiſt 
= \ly feeble quill : reflect thy ſacred rays 
Upon thele lines, that they may light the ways 
| That lead to thee; fo guide my heart, my hand, 

That I may do what others underſtand. _ 
Let my heart practiſe what my hand ſhall write; 
Till then, I am a taper wanting light. 


Craries; i, e. little cracks. T Unveniglt; i, e. remove the 


» % This 


gloom, er make day. 
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This golden precept, Enow thyſelf,” came down 
From heav'n's high court: it was an art unknown 
Fo fleſh and blood. The nien'of nature took 
Great journies in it : their dim eyes did look 
But thro' the miſt ; like pilgrims, they did. ſpend 
Their idle ſteps, but knew no joutney's end. 
The way to know thyſelf, is firſt to caſt 
Thy frail beginning, progreſs, and thy laſt; 
This is the ſum of man; but now return, 
And view this taper ſtanding in this urn. 
Behold her ſubſtance fordid and impure, 
Uſclefs and vain, and (wanting Ii ght) obſcure: 
»Tis but a ſpan at longeſt, nor can laſt 
Beyond that ſpan; ordain'd and made to waſte; 
Ev*n fuch was man (before his ſoul gave light 
To this vile ſubſtance) a mere child of night; 


* 


Ere he had life, eſtated ꝶ in his urn, 

And mark'd for death; by nature born to burn: 
Thus lifeleſs, Iightleſs, worthleſs, firſt began 
That glorious, that preſumptuous thing, call'd man, 


= Coft ; i. e. conteinplate. + Ham; i. e. fized or placed 
'the ura dr candkfilick; che body; I | 


8. AUGUST 


NI EROOGCLVPAIC I yn 


Ss. AUGUST. 


Conſider, O man, what thou wert before thy birth, 
an what' thom art from thy birth » thy drath, ond 
that thou ſhalt be after death : thou wert made of an 
impure ſubſtance, cleathed and nouriſbed in thy mother 
blood. 4 os RR he 


-an £4ti” FA 
Forbear, fond taper : what thou ſeek'ſt, is fire: 
Thy own deſtruction's lodg'd in thy deſire. 
Thy wants are far more ſafe than their ſupply: 
He that begins to live, begins to die, 


248 HI EROGLYPHIC II. 


"Gi x. i3 
4 Ga fa, Let there be heht x and thee Was 
WA, | 9885 


HIS. flame-expeRing ayer hath at . 
Received fire, and now begins to burn : : 
Ii bath no vigour yet, it hath no ſtren 
Apt to be puff d and quench'd at ev ry 1 "PR 
It was a gtacious hand that thus endow'd Vai roud 
This ſnuff with flame: but mark, this hand doth 
Itſelf from mortal eyes, and folds it in a ed. 1 


* 


ä 2. 5 
Thus man begins to live. An unknown flame 
Quickens his finiſh'd organs, now pofleſt 
With motion ; and which motion doth proclaim 
An active ſoul, though in a feeble breaſt : | 
Bnt how, and when infus'd, ask not my pen; * 
Here flies a cloud before the eyes of men: 
1 cannot tell thee how, nor canſt thou tell me when. 


1 


Zo 115 
Was it a ace) of celeſtial fire, 
Infus'd by heav'n into this feſbly mould! 
Or was it (think you) made 2 foul” intire ? 
Then, was it new Created ? or of old ? 
Oc is't a propagated ſpark, rake'd out 
From nature's embers ? Vhile we go about 
7 pealolt to reſolve, the more we raiſe a doubt. 
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HIEROGLYPHIC u. 
| Gn, i. 3. 
And Gad ſaid, Let there be light z and there was 
A YR; MELON 
| IMG 


HIS flame-expeRing taper hath at length 


Received fre, and now begins to burn: 


It hath no vigour yet, it hath no ſtrength; 
Apt to be puff'd and quench'd at ev'ry turn: 


It was a gracious hand that thus endow'd [ſhroud 
This ſnuff with flame : but mark, this hand doth 


Itſelf from mortal eyes, and folds it in a cloud. 


» 


2. 


Thus man begins to live. An unknown flame 
Quickens his finiſh'd organs, now poſſeſt 


With motion ; and which motion doth proclaim 


An active ſoul, though in a feeble breaſt : 


Bnt how, and when infus'd, ask not my pen 3 1 
Here flies a cloud before the eyes of men: 


I cannot tell thee how, nor canſt thou tell me when, 


3. 


Was it a parcel of celeſtial fire, | 
Infus'd by heav'n into this fleſbly mould? 


Or 


was it (think you) made a foul intire ? 


Then, was it new treated ? or of old ? 


* 


Or is't a propagated ſpark, raked out 
From nature's embers ? Vhile we go about 


By reaſon to reſolve, the more we raiſe a doubt. 


2 ; If 


= - 
—_— TT 


2.22 


45 


"Pi 
„ 
I: 


2 


uy | 


N N 8 
I 
ONT 
%.& 

- F 
3 
3 
23 
3&0 
2 
2 IV 
2 
228 
8 8 
a v A 
N 
N 


Ss 


A! long! e thou we 
7 BE < a 
Jet WON ON SL Ne 


3 


HI EROGEVPHIC It: 9g: { 


If it be part of that celeſtial flame, 
It muſt be ev'n as pure, as free from ſpot, 
As that eternal fountain whence it came: 


7 - 
” 


* 


1 


If pure and ſpotleſs, then whence came the blot o; 
Itſelf being pure, could not itſelf defilez 
Nor hath unactive matter pow'r to ſo lll! 

Her pure and active form, as jars corrupt their oil.) 
Or it it were created, tell me when :; 

WW 1f in the firſt ſix days, where kept till now ? || 
Or if thy ſoul were ne w- created, then 
E Heav'n did not all, at firſt, he had to do: | 
Six days expired, all creation ceas d; 

3 All kinds, ev'n from the greateſt to ther leaſt, 
= Were finiſh'd and com] lete before the day of reſt, 

6. 4 

But why ſhould man, the lord of creatures, want 1 

W That privilege which plants and beaſts obtain? | 

W Beaſts bring forth beaſts, the plant a perfect plant, | 

And ev'ry like brings forth her like again; Ds 
Shall fowls and fiſhes, beaſts and plants convey 

4 Life to their iflue, and man leſs than they? 

We Shall theſe get living ſouls, and man dead lumps of clay? 


53 a 7. 
== Muſt human ſouls be generated, then? 
My water ebbs ; behold, a rock is nigh : 
Ik nature's work produce the ſouls of men, 
* Man's foul is mortal: all that's born muſt die. 
What ſhall we then conclude? what ſunſhine will 
£ Diſperſe this gloomy cloud? till then, be ill, 
My vainly-ftriving thoughts; lie down, my puzzled 1 
4 (quill, fl 


ISIDOR. 


4 


® Blu? i. e. original depravity, 
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ISIDOR. 


deft thou wonder, O man, at the height of th, 


flare, or the depth of the fea ; enter into thine own ſoul, 
and wonder there.” 4 Jt 


Thy foul, by creation, is infuſed „ by inſuſion, cre- 


ated. 


x EPI. 2. 


What art Wha now the better by this flame? 
Thou know'ſt not how, nor when, nor whence it came: 
Poor kind of happineſs l that can return 

No, more necount but wis, to ſay, 1 burn. 
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Quo me cunque rapit . 
My feeble Light ar this toxt tr and ro, 
The Snort of all the envious Winds that blow. 
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PS ALM Clii, 16. 
The wind paſſeth over it, and it is gone. 
„ . ' | 1 fo | 
10 ſooner is this lighted taper ſet 1255 | 
NVU pon the tranſitory ſtage | | 
I! 
| 


Okt eye-bedark'ning night, | 
But it is ſtrait ſubjected to the threat I 
Of envious winds, whoſe waſteful rage - 

Diſturbs her peaceful light, lleſs bright. [| 
And makes her ſubſtance waſte, and makes her flames i 


2. 


No ſooner are we born, no ſooner come 
To take poſſeſſion of this vaſt, 
This ſoul - afflicting earth, 
But danger meets us at the very womb; 
And forrow, with her full-mouth'd blaſt, 
Salutes our painful birth, 
To put out all our joys, and puff out all our mirth, 


3 

Nor infant innocence, nor childiſh tears, 

Nor youthful wit, nor manly pow'r, 

EP . ĩ⅛—˙ Ono 

Nor virgin's pleading, nor the widow's pray'rs, 

Nor lowly cell, nor lofty tow'r, TY. 
Nor prince, nor peer, nor page, | - 
Can'ſcape*® this common blaſt, or curb her ſtormy rage. 


Scape; i. e. eſcape or avoid, 


Our 


A — 


Our ſorrows would renew, as we renew our breath. 


4. 
Our life is but a pilgtimage of blaſts, 
And ev'ry blaſt brings forth a fear; 
And ev'ry fear, a det; 
The more it lengthens, ah ! the more it waſtes: 
Were, were we to continue here 
The days of long-live'd Seth, 


| 15 Ray 5. 1. a | 
Toſs'd to and fro, our frighted thoughts are driv'n 
With ev'ry puff, with-ev'ry tide 
Of life-conſuming care; WIE 
Our peaceful flame, that would point up to heav'n, 
Is ſtill diſturb'd, and turn'd ande; = 
And ev'ry blaſt of air 
Commits ſuch waſte in man, as man cannot repair, 
W' are all born debtors, and we firmly ſtand 
Oblige'd for our firſt parents' debt, 
Beſides our intereſt; 
Alas ! we have no harmleſs “ counterbond : 
And we are ev'ry hour beſet 
With threat'nings of arreſt, 
And, till we pay the debt, we can expect no reſt, 


What may this ſorrow-ſhaken life preſent, 
To the falſe reliſh: of our taſte, 
That's worth the name of ſweet ? 
Her minute's pleaſure's choak'd with diſcontent, 
Her glory ſoil'd with ev'ry blaſt ; 
How many dangers meet | 
Poor man between the biggin + and the winding-ſheet! 


® Harmleſs 3 i. e. indemaify ing. + Biggin 1 le e. the infant's fir 
dreſs, : | 8. AU 
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s. AUGUST, 


In the world; not to be graeved, not to be affifted, not 
70 be in dan ger, 15 n | | 


Ibidein. 


Behold, the world is full of trouble, yet beloved : what 
if it were a pleaſing world ? hw wouldſt thou delight in 
her calms, that _ ſo well endure ber Norms + ? 


Art thou conſame'd with foul -aMiQting croſſes? 
Diſturb'd with grief? annoy'd with worldly loſſes ? 
Hold up thy head : the taper, lifted high, 

W il brook the wind ; when l die. 


254 HIEROGLYPHIC IV. 
_ MarTTHEW ix. 12. 
The whale need not the phyſician, 
* wa 8 
ways pruning, always cropping :? 
A Is her brightneſs Ail) obſcure'd? 
Ever drefling, ever topping! 
Always curing, never cure'd ? 
oo much ſnuffing makes a waſte 
When the ſpirits ſpend too faſt, 
They will ſhrink at ev'ry blaſt, 


| 2. 
You that always are beſtowing 
Coftly pains in life repairing, 

Are but always overthrowing 

Nature's work by over-caring: 
Nature, meeting with her foe, 
In a work ſhe hath to do, 
Takes a pride to overthrow. 


Nature knows her own ſeen, 4 
And her pride diſdains a tutor; 
Cannot ſtoop to art's correction, 
And ſhe ſcorns a co-adjutor. _ 
Saucy art ſhould not appear, 
Till ſhe whiſper in her ear: 
* Hagar flees, if Sarah bear, 


Nature worketh for the er: 

If not hinder'd that ſhe cannot 
Art ſtands by as her abetter, 

Ending nothing ſhe began not 
If diſtemper chance to ſeize 
(Nature foil'd with-the diſeaſe), - 
Art may help her if ſhe pleaſe. But 
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LY - 


But to make a trade of trying 
Drugs and doſes, always pruning, 
Is to die for fear of dying; 
He's untune'd, that's always tuning. 
He tha« often loves to Jack 
Dear-bought drugs, hath found a knack 
To foil the man, and feed the quack. 
6. 
O the ſad, the frail condition 
Of the pride of nature's glory! 
How infirm his compoſition, . 
And, at beſt, how tranſitory ! 
When this riot doth impair 
Nature's weaknefs, then his care 
Adds more ruin by repair. 


To 
Hold thy hand, health's dear maintainer, 
Life, perchance, may burn the ſtronger : 
Having ſubſtance to ſuſtain her, 

She, untouch'd, may laſt the longer: 
When the artiſt goes about 
To redreſs her flame, I doubt, 
Oftentimes he ſnuffs it out, 
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NICOCLES. 
Phyſicians, of all men, are mf happy ; what gord fuce 
2 


ceſs ſcever they have, the world proclaimeth; and & hui 
faults they commit, the earth covereth. 


EPG. 4. 


My purſe being heavy, if my light appear 
But dim, quack comes to make all clear; 
Quack, leave thy trade; thy dealings are not right, 
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PSALM xci. IIs, 
And he will give his angels charge over thee, 


HOW mine eyes could pleaſe themſelves;. and 


Perpetual ages in this precious ſight | [ ſpend 


How I. could woo eternity, to-tend _ 
My waſting day, an antidote for night 
And how my fleſh could with. my fleſh contend, 
That views this object with no more delight! 
My work is great, my taper ſpends too faſt : 
'Tis-all I have, and ſoon would out or waſte, 
Did not this bleſſed ſereen protect it from this blaſt. 


= ey — 

O, I have Joſt the jewel of my ſoul, 

And J muſt find it out, or I muſt die: 

Alas! my ſin-made darkneſs doth controul: 

The bright endeavor of my careful eye: 

V muſt go ſearch and ranſack ev'ry hole; 

Nor have I ot. er light to ſeek it by: 
O if this light be ſpent, my work not done, 
My labor's worde than loſt; my jewel's gone, 

And I am quite forlorn, and I am quite undone.. 


Lou bleſſed angels, you . do enjoy 
The fulk fruition of eternal glory, 
Will you be pleas'd: to fanſy ſuch. a toy 
As man, and quit your glorious territory, 
And ſtoop to earth, vouchfafing to employ: x 
Your care to guard the duft that lies before ye? 
Diſdain you not thefe Jumps of, dying clay, 
That for your-paias do oftentimes repay 
Neglect, if not diſdain, and ſend you griev'd away? 
> This 
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| n ent © | 
Tais taper of our lives, that once was place'd 
In the fair tuburbs of eternity, | 
Is now, alas J confine'd to ev'ry blaſt, 
And turn'd a maypole for the ſporting fly ; 
And will you, ſacred ſpirits, pleaſe to caſt 
| Your care on us, and lend a gracious eye? 
How had this ſtender inch of taper been 
| Blafted and blaze'd, had not this heav'nly ſcreen 
Curd'd the proud blaſt, and timely ſtepp'd between 


O goodneſs, far tranſeending the report 

Of laviſh tongues ! too vaſt to comprehend |! 
Amazing quill, how far doſt thou come ſhort 

I“ expreſs expreflions that ſo far tranſcend ! 
You bleſſed courtiers of th' eternal court, | 
| Whoſe full-mouth'd hallelujahs have no end, 
Receive that world of praiſes that belongs 
To your great Sov'reign; fill your holy tongues 
With our hoſanna's mix*'d with your ſeraphic ſongs, 


S. BERN 


HIEROGLYPHIC Vi 259. 


S. BE RN. 

If thou deſireſt the help of angels, fly the comforts of 
the world, and reſiſi the temptations of the devil. 

He will give his angels charge over thee.. O what- 
reverence, what love, that confidence, deſerveth ſo ſiueet 
8 ſaying ! For their preſence, reverence ; for their good- 
will, love; for their tuition, confidence. 


My flame, art thou diſturb'd, diſeas'd, and driv'n- 
To death with ſtorms of grief ? point thou to heay'n :: 
One angel there ſhall eaſe thee more alone, : 
Than thrice as many. thouſands of thy own. 


EC CLX. 


266 HIEROGLYPHIC V1 
| E CCLESIASTES iii, I. 
To every thing there is am appointed time, 


| I. 

0 TIME. DEATH. 
Time. D Ehold the frailty of this flender ſauff;, 
Alas! it hath not long to laſt; 

Without the help of either thief or puff, 
Her weakneſs knows the way to waſte : 
2. Nature hath made her ſubſtance apt enough 
To ſpend itſelf, and. ſpend too We 
A el the help. of none. 
That is ſo. prone... | 
To laviſh out untouch d, yoo. bean all alone 


* 
d. Time,hol#thy peace,and ſhake thy Now: pace'd 
Thine idle minutes make no way: [fand; 
a Thy glaſs exceeds her hour, or elſe doth Rand ; | 
I cannot held, I cannot thy, 
Surceaſe * thy pleading, and enlarge my hand; 
I ſurfeit with too long delay: | 
This briſk, this bold-face'd light. 

Doth burn too bright; 

Darkneſs adorns my _ my day is darkeſt night, 


* 
Time, Great prince of darkneſs, bold thy bene hand; 
Thy captive's faſt, and cannot flee : 
What arm can reſcue; ; Who can countermand? 
What pow'r can ſet thy pris'ner free? 
Or if they could, what cloſe, what foreign land 
Can hide that head that flees from thee ? | 


* Surcta ſe; i. e. for bear, 


Bit 


Tempus erit. 
The Time shatl come when all muet 7e. hew Breath ; 
Lili then, Time checks hug lifted Hand of Death . p 


r 1 n a Tg 8? r 8 FT fo S I 7 . n WES oF, FS $ A 
q r ĩ˙ »» 8 r Ae reg FEST Sh n 3 8 FT, 3 22724 ; 
* * — — 2 hs 4 1 33 2 0 r vi + 8 8 OT 4 — RP.” \ 5 4 „ 7 
- 
- 
- 
* 
* 
7 
- * 
k x 4 5 
* 
4 
1 1 p 
— £ * 
— -*, o 
* * . / 
— — 
.— - 


—— — —— 
K ——-—-7Ü — 


HIERDGEYPHIC VE 2517 
But if her harmleſs light 


| Offend thy ſight, ſat night? 
What needꝰſt thou ſ arch at noon, what will be thine 
| 2 0 5 e 
Death. T have outſtay'd my patience; my quick trade 
Gros dull, and makes too flow return: 
This long- liv'd debt is due, and ſhould been paid 
When firſt her flame began to burn: 
But I have ſtay'd too long, I have delay'd 
To ſtore my vaſt, my craving urn. 
My patent gives me pow'r 


̃ ach day, each hour « | [ tow'r, 
Toftrike the peaſant's thatch, and ſhake the princely 
5. 


Time. Thou count'ſt too faſt : thy patent gives no pow'r 
__ Till Time ſhall pleaſe to ſay, Amen. [hour ? 
Death, Canſt thou appoint my ſhaft? Time. Or thou my 
Death. *Tis I bid, do. Time. Tis I bid, when; 
Alas ! thou canſt not make the pooreſt flow'r 

To hang the drooping head till then : 

Thy ſhafts can neither kill, 
Nor ſtrike, until Twill. 
My pow'r gives them wings, and pleaſure arms thy 
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d AUGUST. 
T hou knows/! not what time he will come : wait 40. 
ways, that, becauſe thou knoweſl not the time of his coming 
thou mayeſi be prepared againſt the time he cometh. And 
for this, perchance, thou knowe/ft not the time, becauſe thou 
mayeſi be prepared qgainſt all times. 


* 


EPIG. 6. 
Expect, but fear not death: death cannot kill, 
Till time (that firſt muſt ſeal her patent) will: 
Wouldſt thou live long ? keep time in high eſteem; 
Whom gone, if thou canſt not recall, redeem, 
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A cauſe will clear thy doubts, but cloud thine eye: 


lt thine appear, how poor a light is mine! 
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* 


His light ſhall be dark, and his candle ſhall be put out, 


"THAT ails our taper? is her luſtre fled, 
Or foil'd? What dire diſaſter bred 
This change, that thus ſhe veils her golden head ? 


It was but very now ſhe ſhine'd as fair 
As Venus” ſtar ; her glory might compare 
With Cynthia; burniſh'd with her brother's hair. 


There was no cave-begotten damp that mought 
Abuſe her beams; no wind that went about 
To break her peace; no puff to put her out. 


W Lift up thy wond' ring thoughts, and thou ſhalt ſpy 
Sabjects muſt veil, whenas their ſoy'reign's by. 


Canſt thou behold bricht Phaabus, and thy ſight 
No whit impair'd ? the object is too bright; 
The weaker yields unto the ſtronger light, 
Great God, I am thy taper, thou my ſun; 
From thee, the ſpring of light, my light begun 
ec if thy light but ſhine, my light is done. 


lf thou withdraw thy light, my Tight wlll ſhine : 
f My light is darkneſs, if compare'd to thine, 
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5 ae 

Thy ſun-beams are tao ſtrong for my weak eye. 
If thou but ſhine, how nothing, Lord, am I! 
Ah ! who can fee thy viſage, and not die! 
If intervening earth ſhould: make a night, N 
My wanton flame would then ſhine forth too bright: 
My earth would ev'n preſume t eclipſe thy light, 
And if thy light be ſhadow'd, and mine fade, 

If thine be dark, and my dark light decay'd, 


I ſhould be cloathed with-a double ſhade, 


What ſhall I do? O what ſhall I defire ? 
What help can my diſtracted thoughts require, 


That thus am waſted *twixt a double fire? 


+ | hn 
In what a ſtrait, in what a trait am I 


*T wixt two extremes, how my rack'd fortunes lie? 


See I thy face, or fee it not, I die. 


O let the ſteams of my Redeemer's blood, | 
That breathes from my ſick ſoul, be made a cloud, 
To interpoſe theſe lights, and be my ſhroud. 


1 . "x 
Lord, what am I ! or what's the light J have! 
May it but light my aſhes to their grave, 


And ſo from thence to thee ; *tis all I crave. 


O make my light, that all the world may ſee 
Thy glory by -t : if not, it ſeems to me 
Honor enough to be put out by thee, 


01; 


HIEROGLYPHIC VII 265 


0 ligbt inacctſſible; in reſpe& of which my light is 
utter darkneſs; fo reflect upon my — that all 
the world may behold thy firength ! O majeſiy incompre- 


henſible, in reſpeft of which, my glory is mere ſhame : 
7 my upon my miſery, that all the world may behold thy 


glory! 


FIS. 7. 15 
Wilt thou eomplain, becauſe thou art bereav'n 
Of all oy light? wilt thou vie lights with heav'n ? 4 
Can thy bright eye not brook the daily light ? 
Take heed : I fear, thou art a child of night. | 
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MATTHEW v. 16. 


Laer your lige fo Hino: that men, ſeeing your goad works, 


WII for this, the breath of heav'n was blown 
Into the noſtrils of this heav'nly creature? 
Was it for this, that ſacred Three in One 
Conſpire'd to make this quinteſſence of nature? 
Did heav'nly Prod denct intend 
So rare a fabric for fo po a end? 
1 + 211 1 e | 
Was man, the, higheſt maſler-piace of nature, 
The curious abſtract of the whole creation, 
Whoſe foul was copy'd from his great Creator, 
Made to give light, and ſet for obſervation, 
Ordain'd for this? to ſpend his light 
In a dark lantern, cloiſter'd up in night? 


Tell me, recluſe monaſtic, can it be 
A diſadvantage to thy beams to ſhine ? 
A thouſand tapers may gain light ſrom thee : 
Ts thy light leſs or worſe for light'ning mine! 
If wanting light, I ſtumble, ſhall | 
Thy darkneſs not be guilty of my fall ? 


\ 


Why doſt thou lurk fo cloſe ? Is it for fear 
Some buſy eye ſhould pry into thy flame, 


And ſpy a thief, or elſe fome blemiſh there ? 


Or, being ſpy'd, ſhrink'ſt thou thy head for ſhame! 
Come, come, fond taper, ſhine but. clear, 
Thou need'ſt not ſhrink for ſhame, nor ſhroud for fear. 
Remem- 


/ 


Nec Virtus obſcura petit 
Virtue can neer ur i dark Shade delight : 
For us that Worth which hides wr refit Lrght. 
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FVV 
Let your light fo ine, that men, ſecing your goad work; 
may. glorify your Father which is in heaven, ; 
AS it for this, the breath of heav'n was blown 
Into the noſtrils of this heav'nly creature} 

Was it for this, that ſacred Three in One 

Conſpire'd to make this quinteſſence of nature? 

Did heav'nly Proi”denct intend 9 
So rare: a fabric for fo 


Tell me, recluſe * can it be 
A diſadvantage to thy beams to ſhine ? 
A thouſand tapers may gain light ſrum thee : 
Is thy light leſs or worſe for light'ning mine ? 
If wanting light, I ſtumble, ſhall 
Thy darkneſs not be guilty of my fall ? 


\ 


5 

Why doſt thou lurk fo cloſe ? Is it for fear 

Some buſy eye ſhouk pry into thy flame, 
And ſpy a thief, or elſe fome blemiſh there ? 
Or, being ſpy'd, ſhrink'ſt thou thy head for hae 

Come, come, fond taper, ſhine but clear, 

Thou need'ft not ſhrink for ſhame, nor ſhroud for fear. 
Remem- 
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Nec Virtus obſcura petit 
Virtue ran nee u thus lnrk Shad, delight - 
Poor us that Worth, hich hd, r r eure fie, Lrght. 
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Remember, O remember, thou wert ſet 
For men to fee the great Creator by; 
Thy flame is not thine oon; it is a debt 
Thou ow'ſt thy Maſter. And wilt thou den 
To pay the int'reſt of thy light ? | 
And ſkulk in corners, and play leaſt in ſight ? 


e 
Art thou afraid to truſt thy eaſy flame 
To the injurious waſte of fortune's puff? 
Ah! coward, rouſe, and quit thyſelf for ſhame: 
Who dies in ſervice, hath liv'd long enough: 
Who ſhines, and makes no eye partaker, 
Uſurps himſelf, and cloſely robs his Maker, 


Make not thyfelf A ie that art free: 
Why doſt thou: turn thy palace to a jail? 
Thou art an eagle: and befits it thee | 
To live immured like a cloyſter'd ſnail ? 
Let toys ſeek corners; things of coft 
Gain worth by view: hid jewels are but loſt, 
8. . 
My God, my light is dark enough at lighteſt, 
Increaſe her flame, and give her ſtrength to ſhine ; 
*Tis frail at beſt ; *tis dim enough at brighteſt ; 
But 'tis his * glory to be foil'd by thine : 
| Let others Jurk : my light ſhall be 
.Propos'd to all men; and by them to thee, 


* His; read its, 


2 2 S. BERN. 
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If thou be one of the fooliſh Virgins, the congregation i; 
neceſſary for thee ; if thou be one of tbe wiſe virgins, they 
art neceſſary for the congregation," | 


u 6 O. 
Monaſtics make cloyſters to incliſe the outward man: 
O would to God they would do the like to refirain the in- 
ward man] 


9 


| EPI G. 8. 
Afraid of eyes? what, ſtill play leaſt in fight ? 
Tis much to be preſume'd all is not right: 
Too cloſe endeavors bring forth dark events: 
Come forth, monaſtic ; here's no parliaments, 


- "WD _ 9 5 — 
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Iu ; 
Ut Luna, Infantia torpet - 1 

Ci, he the Morn, are thewe thy Infant Dave ; 

JM Het. tif e, u thee with his/lars. 
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Jo B xiv. 2. 
He cometh forth like a flmwer, and is cut down. 


. 
=Y Behold 
* Hlow ſhort a ſan 
2 Was long enough of old 
To meaſure out the life of man; 
In thoſe well-temper'd days ! his time was then 
Survey'd, caſt up, and found but threeſcore * and 
eee eee e ten. 


t - Te | 
Alas! LS, | | 
+: Ad wks thatf : i 
They come, and ſlide, and paſs, 
Before my pen can tell thee what. 
The poſts of time are ſwift, which having run 
Their ſev'n ſhort ſtages o'er, their ſhort-liv'd taſk is 
fot nod ore rt) [ done, 


| Our days .. 
Begun we lend _ 
To fleep, to antic plays 
And toys, until the firſt ſtage end: 
Twelve waning moons, twice five times told, we give 
To unrecover'd loſs: we rather breathe than live. 


1 N 14 


3 
< 


n do 
We 


| bend | | 
A ten 2 "31 
Before we apprehend | 
What 'tis to live, or fear a death: 
Our childiſh dreams are fill'd with painted joys, 
= VV bich pleaſe our ſenſe a while, and, waking, prove but 
i [ toys. 
Z 3  Hw 
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9 *. ITY | 


e e e and 4 ew Vain, WO 
How wretched, is 
Poor man, that doth remain 
A. ſlave to ſuch a ſtate as this! 
His days are ſhort, at longeſt ; few, at moſt : 


They are but bad, at beſt ; yet laviſh'd out, or loſt 


BV cited se 
( ee e {tf ch) 
i The ſecret ſprings 
That make our minutes flee- 
On wheels more ſwift than eagles' wings : 


Our life's a clock, and ev'ry gaſp of breath 


Breathes forth a warning grief, till TIME ſhall ftrike 
ITT 13 77 25 El J (/ fa death, 
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Our new- born light 
Attains to full-age'd noon ! 
And this, how ſoon to 1 night! 


We ſpring, we bud, we bloſſom, and we blaſt, 
Ere we can count our days, our days they flee ſo fall, 


114,31.  They-end 
When ſcarce begun; 
And, ere we apprehend 
That we begin to live, our life is done: 


Man, count thy days; and, if they fly too faſt 
For thy dull thoughts to count, count ev ry day the laſt. 
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Our infancy is conſumed in eating and ſleeping 3 in 
all which. time, what differ we. from beaſts, but by a poſ- 


bility of reaſon, and a neceſſity of in] 
J O miſery of mankind, in whom no ſooner the image of 


God appeareth in the att 0 k his reaſon, but the devil 
blurs it in the — of hi s. will 


EP I G. 9. 
To the decrepit man.. 
Thus was the ſeventh part of thy few days 3 
Conſume'd in grief, in food, in toyiſh plays: i 


Know'ſt thou what tears thine eyes imparted: then? 
Review thy loſs, and Weep them o'er Again. 
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Ns bones are full of the fin of his youth. 


His ſecond Rape ; | 
The dawning of our age 
Is loſt and ſpent without a ſun; 
The light of reaſon did not yet appear 
Within th' horizon of this hemiſphere. 


| 2. 
The infant Will had yet no other guide 
But twilight ſenſm 
And what is gain'd from thence, 
But doubtful ſteps that tread aſide! 
Reaſon now draws her curtains ; her clos'd eyes 
Begin to open, and ſhe calls to riſe. 


Vouth's now diſcloſing buds peep out, and ſhew 
Her April head; : : 
And, from her * bed, 
Her virgin primroſe early blows; 
Whilſt waking Philomel prepares to ſing . 
Her warbling ſonnets to the wanton ſpring. 


wo: : 4. 
His ſtage is pleaſant, and the way ſeems ſhort, 
All ſtrew'd with flow'rs; 
The days appear but hours, 
Being ſpent in time-beguiling ſport. 
Her griefs do neither preſs, nor doubts perplex ; 
Here's neither fear to curb, nor care to vex. 


| * | EE 
TME 8 of Time hath now begun 
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Fs © 75 5. : , | 
His downy cheeks grow proud, and now diſdains 
e wor hand; 
le glories to command eee 15 
The proud - neck'd ſteed with prouder rein: 
The ftrong-breath'd horn muſt now ſalute his ear 
With the glad downfall of the falling deer, 


6. 
His quick - noſe'd army, with their deep - mouth'd 
Muſt now prepare [ ſounds, 

To chaſe the tim'rous hare, . 
About his yet unmortgage'd grounds; 
The ill he hates, is counſel and delay; $ 
And fears no miſchief but a rainy day, 


The thought he takes, is how to take no thought 
For bale * nor bliſs; N 
And late repentance is 
The laſt dear pen' worth that he bought: 
He is a dainty morning; and he may, 
If luſt o'ercaſt him not, be” as fair a day. 


. $. 
Proud bloſſom, uſe thy time: Time's headſtrong horſe 
Will poſt away, | 
Truſt not the foll'wing day, 
For ev'ry day brings forth a worſe: 
Take time at beſt: believe 't, thy days will fall 
From good to bad, from bad to worſt of all. 


+ 


Bale; i. e. miſery, 


8. A M. 
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> S. AM BROS. 

Humility is a rare thing in a young man, therefore i; 
be admired : when youth is vigorous, when ſlrength i; 
firm, ꝛuhem blood is hot, when cares are ſlrangers, why, 
mirth is free, then pride fwelleth, and humility is . 
ſdiſed, TE | ra 


EPI G. 10 
To the vid mus. 11 


Thy years are newly grey, his newly green | 
His youth may live to fee what thine hath ſeen: 
He is thy parallel: his preſent ſtage 

And thine are the two tropics of man's age, 
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HIEROGLVYPHIC XI. xs 


ECCcLESIASTES X. 9. | 


Rejoice, O young man, and ler thy heart chear thee, 


row Aux *, how Z ON RP is the date <a 
Of tranſitory things! 

How hurry'd on the clipping t wings. 
Of Time, and driv'n upon the wheels of & r. ate ! [ 
How ene condition brings A EP 
The leading prologue to another ſtate ! n 
No tranſitory things can laſt: : 
Change waits on Time, and Time is wing'd with haſfe; 

Time preſent's but the ruin of Time us 


* 
4 
- n 


—— 


2 | 


2 
Behold how change hath inch'd away thy han 1 
And how thy light doth burn 
Nearer and nearer to thine urn! 
For this dear wafle, what ſatisfaction can 
Injurious Time return _ 5 
Thy ſhorten'd days, but this, the ſtyle of man * 
And what's a man ? A cafk of care, | 
New tunn'd and working : he's a middle fair - 
Twixt birth and death; a blaſt of full-age'd air. 


3. 
His breaſt is tinder, apt to entertain 
The ſparks of Cupid's fire, 
Whoſe new- blown flames muſt now inquire 
A wanton julep out, which may reſtrain 
The rage of his deſire, 
Whoſe painful pleaſure is but pleaſing pain : 


Flux; i, e. flitting. ＋ Clipping z i. e. ſwift- flying. 
2 | : | His 
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His life's a fickneſs, that doth riſe 
From a hot liver, whilſt his paſſion lies 
Expecting cordials from his miſtreſs? eyes. 


4. 
His ſtage is firew'd with thorns, and deck'd with 
His year ſometimes appears [flow ol 
A minute; and his minutes, years : 
His doubtful weather 's ſunſhine! mix'd with ſhow" rs; 
His traffick, hopes and fears ; 
His life 's a medley, made of ſweets and ſours ;' 
His pains reward his ſmiles and pouts; 
His diet is fair language mix'd with flouts ; 
He is a nothing, all compos'd of doubts, | 


Do, wath thine inch, 2. ſpan of living earth, 
Conſume thy golden days 
In flaviſh freedom; let thy ways 
Take beſt advantage of thy frolick mirth ; 
Thy ſtock of time decays, 
And laviſh plenty ſtill fore-runs a dearth : 
The bird that's flown may turn at laſt; 
And painful labor may repair a waſte, 
But pains nor r price can call my minutes paſt. 


SEN. 
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S EN. 

Eapec? great joy-when thou ſhalt lay down the mind 
of a child, and deſerve the ſtyle of a wiſe man; for at 
thoſe years ' childhood is paſt, but oftentimes chudiſhneſs 
remaineth ; and, what is worſe, thou haſt the authority of 
a man, but the voice of a child, En, 


„ i 1m”: 
To the declining man. 
Why ſtand'ſt thou diſcontented ? Is not he 
As equal-diſtant from the top as thee ? 


What then may cauſe thy diſcontented frown ? 
He's mounting up the hill ; thou plodding down, 


[No 8) 5 1 A * bab. 
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DEUTERONOMY Xxxili. 25. 


As thy days, fo ſhall thy ſirength be. 


>The polt 
Of ſwift-foot time 
Hath now at length begun 
| The kalends of our middle ſtage : 
The number'd ſteps that we have gone, do ſhow 
Ihe number of thole ſteps we are to go: 
The buds and bloſſoms off our age 
Are blown, dęcay'd, and gone, 
And all our prime 


155 ls Joſt : 
And what we boaſt too much, we have leaſt cauſe to 
Es I doatt. 

Ah me! 


There is no reſt: 
Our time is always flecing, 

What r-jn can curb our headſtrong hours? 
T..cy polt away: they paſs we know not how: 
Our Now is gone, before we can ſay now: 
Tme paſt and future's none of ours: 
That hath as yet no being; 

And this hath ceas'd 

* To be: : 
. is only curs: how ſhort a time have we! 
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HIEROGLYPHIC XII. 279 


And now 
Apollo's ear 
Expects harmonious ſtrains, 

New minted from the Thracian lyre; 
For now the virtue of the twi- fork'd hill 
Inſpires the raviſh'd fancy, and doth fill 

The veins with Pegaſean fire: 
And now thoſe ſteril brains, 
That cannot ſhow 
Nor bear 
Some fruits, ſhall never wear Apollo's ſacred bow. 


. 
And ſurfeit uſes 
To wait upon theſe days; 
Full feed and flowing cups of wine 
Conjure the fancy, forcing up a ſp'rit 
By the baſe magic of debauch'd delight; 
Ah | pity, twice-born Bacchus? vine 
Should ſtarve Apollo's bays, 
And drown thoſe muſes 
That bleſs 
And calm the peaceful ſou], when ſtorms of care op- 
3 [ preſs. 


Strong light, 
Boaſt not thoſe beams 
That can but only riſe 
And blaze a while, and then away: 
There is no ſolſtice in thy day; 
Thy midnight glory lies 
Betwixt th' extremes 
EI Of night, 
. A glory ſoil'd * with ſhame, and fool'd with falſe 
"IP | ldelight. 


* Sil'd; i, e. ſullied. 
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HIEROGLYPHIC XI.. 


Haſi thou climbed up to the full age of thy 2 
days? Lo:k backwards, and thou ſhalt fee the frailty 
of thy youth, the folly of thy childhoed, and the wajy, 
of thy infancy e look forwards, thou ſhalt ſee the care; of 
the world, the troubles of thy. mind, the dijeaſes of thy 


body. 


E PIG. 12. 
To the middle-aged. 


Thou that art prancing on the luſty noon 

Of thy full age, boaſt not thyſelf too foon : 
Convert that breath to wail thy fickle ſtate; 
Take heed, thoul't brag too ſoon, or boaſt top late, = 
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| Et Mar tem ſpirat et Arma 


And now, regten im the loud Alarms, 


He pants ſor War, and sighs for Deeds of Arms. : 5 


HIEROGLYPHIC XIII. 287 


Jo EN iii. 30. — 
He mud increaſe, but I muſt decreaſe. 


IME voids * the table, dinner's done; 
And now our day's declining fun | 

Hath hurry'd his diurnal load | j 

To th' borders of the weſtern road, ' 

Fierce Phlegon, with his ſellew- ſteeds, | ! 

Now puffs and pants, and blows and bleeds, 

And froths and fumes, rememb'ring {till 

Their laſhes up th” Olympic hill, 

Which having conquer'd, now diſdain 

The whip, and champ the frothy rein, 

And with a full career they bend 

Their paces to their journey's end: 

Our blazing taper now hath loſt 

Her better half ; nature hath craft 

Her forenoon book; and clea: d that ſcore, 

But ſcarce gives truſt for fo much more : 

And now the gen'rous ſap forſakes 

Her ſeir-grown twig: a breath ev'n ſhakes 

The down ripe fruit; fruit ſoon divorc'd 

From her dear branch, untouch'd, unforce'd.. 

Now ſanguine Venus doth begin | 

To draw her wanton colours in, 

And flees neglected in diſgrace, | | 

Whilſt Mars ſupplies her bikewarm place: | 

W 5!ood turns to choler : what chis age : 

= Lois in ſtrength, it finds in rage: 

That rich enamel, which, of old, 

Damaſk'd the downy cheek, and told j 


'* YVoids; 1..e, clears off, 


A a 3 A harm. 


282 HIEROGLYPHIC XIII. 


A harmleſs guilt, unaſk'd, is now 

Worn off from the audacious brow ; 
Luxurious dalliance, midnight revels, 
Looſe riot; and thoie venial evils 

Which inconſid'rate youth. of late 

Could plead, now want an advocate: 

And waa appear'd in former times 
Whiſp'ring as faults, now roar as crimes ; 
And now all ye, whoſe lips were wont 
To drench their coral in the font 

Of fork'd Parnaſſus; you that be 

The ſons of Phabus, and can flee 

On wings of tancy, to, difplay 

The flag of high invention; ſtay, 

Repoſe your quills; ; your voitia grow ſour, 

Temp not your ſalt beyond her pow'r; 
If your pall'd fancies but decline, 

Cenſure will firike at ev'ry line, 

And wound your names; the pop'lar ear 
Weighs what you are, not what You were: 
£ 3 has: hacknev-like, we tire our age, 


S 
Spur gall'd d with change from ſtage to ſtage, 


H I ER OG L Y P:H IC NME. 283 


Seeft thou the daily light of the greater world © 
when attained to the higheſt pitch, of meridian glory, 
= : //ayet» not; but by the fame degrees it aſcended, it 
= deſcendeth, And is the light of the 2 world more 
_ pirmanent ? Continuance is the child of eternity, nob of 


/ 


EPL: 
To the young man. 


Young man, rejoice ; and let thy riſing days 

Chear thy glad heart: think'ſt thou theſe uphill ways 
Lead to death's dungeon? No; but know witha], 

A riling's but a prologue to a fall. 
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A harmleſs guilt, unaſk'd, is now 
Worn off from the audacious brow; 
Luxurious dalliance, midnight revels, 
Looſe riot; and. thoſe venial evils 
Which jnconſid- rate youth. of late 
Could plead, now want an advocate : 
And what appear'd in former times 
Whiſp'ring as faults, now roar as crimes ; 
And now all ye, whoſe lips were wont 

To drench their coral in the font 

Of fork'd Parnaſſus; you that be 

The ſons of Phoebus, and can flee 

On wings of fancy, to, diſplay 

The flag of high invention; ſtay, 

Repoſe your quills; your veins grow ſour, 
Tempt not your ſalt beyond her pow'r; 
If your paii'd fancies but decline, 

Cenſure will tirike at ev'ry line, 

And wound your names; the pop'lar ear 
Weighs what you are, not what you were: 
Thus, hacknev-like, we tire our age, | 
Spur g gall'd with change from ſtage to ſtage. 


HIEROGLYPHIC XI. 283: 


Seeſt thou the daily hght of the. greater world 
when attained to the higheſt pitch, of meridian glory, 
it layeth not; but by the ſame degrees it aſcended, it 
deth. And is "hy light of the leſſer world mire 


deſcen 
permanent f Continuance is the child 0 eternity, not of 
tums. | 
EFI. 13. 
| To the young man, 
. Young man, rejoice ; and let thy riſing days 
= Chear thy glad heart: think'ſt thou theſe uphill ways. 
3 Lead to death's dungeon? No; but know withal, 
= A riling's but a prologue to a fal. 
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% HIEROGLYPHIC xu. 


Jon xii, 35. 
Et a little while is the light with you, 
f I. 
"HE day grows old, the a lamp hath 
No leſs than treble ſhade, made 


And the deſcending damp doth now prepare 
T' uncurl bright Titan's hair; 

Whoſe weſtern wardrobe now begins t * unfold 
Her purples, fringe'd with gold, 

To eloath his ev 'ning glory, when th' alarms 

Of reſt {hall call. to reſt in reſtleſs 8 arms. 


Nature now calls to ſupper, to- refreſh 
The ſpirits of all fleſh 

The toiling plowman drives his thirſty teams, 
To taſte the lipp'ry ſtreams : 

The droiling * ſwineherd knocks away, and feaſts 
His hungry whining gueſts : 

The box-bill ouzel 4, and the dappled thruſh, 

Like hungry rivals, meet at their beloved buſh. 


And now the cold autumnal dews are ſeen 
To cobweb ev'ry green; 
And by the low-ſhorn rowens 4 doth appear 
he faſt-declining year: 
The ſapleſs branches doff § their ſummer ſuits, 
And wain their winter fruits; 
And ſtormy blaſts have force'd the quaking trees 
To wrap their trembling limbs in ſuits of moſſy freeze, 


* Drvoiling ; i, e. drudging. + Ouzel; i, e. blackdird, 
1 Rowens 3 1, e. ſhort latter-graſs, \ Doff; i, e. ca off, 
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HIEROGLYPHIC XIV. 285 


; 3 | 
Our wafted taper now hath brought her light 
Io the next door to-night; _ 
Her ſprightleſs lame, grown great with ſnuff, doth 
Sad as her neighb'ring unn lturn 
Her flender inch, that yet unſpent remains, 
Lights but to further pains; 
And, in a filent language, bids her gueſt | 
Prepare his weary limbs to take eternal reſt, 


» 


5. 

Now careful age hath pitch'd her painful plow 

Upon the furrow'd brow ; 
And ſnowy" blaſts of diſcontented care 

Have blanch'd the falling hair: a 
Suſpiciqus envy, mix'd with jealous ſpite, 

Diſturbs his weary night  — 
He threatens youth with age; and now, alas | 
He owns not what he is, but vaunts the man he was, 


„ TE 
Grey hairs, peruſe thy days; and let thy paſt 
Read lectures to * laſt: . 
Thoſe haſty wings, that hurry'd them away, 
Will give theſe days no day : | 
The conſtant wheels of nature ſcorn to tire 
Until her works expire: 


: That blaſt that nipt thy youth, will ruin thee 


. That hand that ſhook the branch, will quickly ſtrike 
I _ [the tree. 


s. CHRYS. 


R ] —— . — 


. 


285 HIEROGLYPHIC XIV, 
S.CHRYS. 


i Grey hairs are bonourable, when the behaviour [uit 
with grey hairs : but when an antient man hath childiſh. 
manners, he becometh more riduulous than à child, 


Thou art in vain attained to old years, that repeat. . 
thy youthfulneſs. e 


EPI G. 14. 
. To the youth, 
Seeſt thou this good old man? He repreſents 


Thy future, thou his preterperfect tenſe : 


Thou he to labours, he prepares to reſt: | 
Thou break'R thy faſt, he ſups; now which is beſt? 
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HIEROGLYPHIC: XV. 287 


PS AL M XC, 10. | 
The days of our years are threeſcore years and ten. 


| | 1. 5 
O have I ſeen th' illuſtrious prince of light 
) Riſing in glory from his crocean * bed, 
And, trampling down the horrid ſhades of night, 
Advancing more and more his conqu'ring head; 
Pauſe firſt, decline, at length begin to ſhroud 
His fainting brows within a coal- black cloud. 


2. a 
So have I ſeen a well- built caſtle ſtand 
Upon the tip-toes of a lofty hill, 
W hoſe active pow'r commands both ſea and land, 
And curbs the pride of the beleag'rers' will: 
At length her age'd foundation fails her truſt, 
And lays her tott'ring ruins in the duſt, 


3 
So have I ſeen the blazing taper ſhoot 


Fer golden head into the feeble. air ; 


Whoſe ſhadow-gilding ray, ſpread round about, 
Makes the foul face of black-brow'd darkneſs fair ; 
Till at the length her waſting glory fades, 
And leaves the night to her invet'rate ſhades, 


Ev'n ſo this little world K living clay, 

The pride of nature, glorify'd by art, 

Whom earth adores, and all her hoſts obey, 

Ally'd to heav'n by his diviner part, | 
Triumphs a while, then droops, and then decays; 
And, worn by age, death cancels all his days. 


* Crocean; 1, e. ſaffron-colour, 


'T hat 
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| 5. 
That glorious ſun, that whilom “ ſhone fo bright, 


* 1 
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Is now ev'n raviſh'd from our darken'd eyes: 
That ſturdy caſtle, mann'd with ſo much might, 
Lies now a mon'ment of her own diſguiſe : 
That blazing taper, that diſdain'd the puff 
Of troubled air, ſcarce owns the name of ſnuf, 
6. 


{> 


Poor bedrid man ! where is that glory now, 


Thy youth ſo vaunted ? where that majeſty 

Which ſat enthrone'd upon thy manly brow ? 

Where, where that braving arm? that daring eye! 
Thoſe buxom tunes? thoſe Bacchanalian tones! 
T hoſe ſwelling veins ? thoſe marrow-flaming bones? 


1 
Thy drooping glory's blurr'd, and proſtrate lies, 
Grov'ling in duſt; and frightful horror, now, 


Sharpens the glances of thy gaſhful eyes; 

W hilt fear perplexes thy diſtracted brow : 
Thy panting breaſt vents all her breath by groans, 
And death enerves + thy marrow-waſted bones, 


8. 


Thus man that's born of woman can remain 


But a ſhort time: his days are full of ſorrow; 

His life's a penance, and his death's a pain; 

Springs like a flow'r to-day, and fades to- morrow: 
His breath's a bubble, and his day's a ſpan; 
Tis glorious mis'ry to be born a man 


_ * bilem; i. e. heretofore. + Enerves ; i. e. enervates, 


CY PR. 
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Ws f8 28 | 
Il hen eyes are dim, ears deaf, viſage pale, teeth de- 
cayed, ſhin decayed, breath tainted, pipes furred, knees 


trembling, hands fumbling, feet failing; the ſudden down- 
fall if thy houſe is near at hand. 


S. AUGUST. 


All vices wax old by age: covetouſneſs alone groweth 
young. 


EPLIGO. 13. 
To the infant. 


What he doth ſpend in groans, thou ſpend'ſt in tears: 
Judgment and ſtrength's alike in both your years; 
He's helpleſs ; fo art thou; what diff'rence then? 
He's an old infant; thou, a young old man, 
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125. J. 9. for pack d, r. Pack. 
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